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Lady,the Lady Agnes Dowsglas 
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SL NADAME, when Iremember the 
A manic obligations which | owe 

- to your manitold merits,l often- 
> \\ j) A times accuſe my ſclfeto my elf, 
(OE > /- 9 of forgetfulnes,and yer! am to 


be Cuked: als can | fatisfte 
Wako dl {1nce whilſt I go 0 dilcngage my 


ſelt in ſome mealure, by giuing you the patronage 
of theſe vnpoliſhed lines ( which indeed for their 


manie errors, hadnecdotareſpected *anQuary) 
I but engage my ſelfturther, while as yourake the 
patronage of ſo vapolilhed lines, Tet this thal not 
diicourave me,for alwayes [ cariethis aduantage, 
that as they werethe fruits of beaunie, ſo ſhalthey 
be ſacrificed as oblations to bem. And to a 
beautic, though of it ſelfe moſt happie, yer more 
happie inthis, that itis thought worthie (and can 


be no morethen worthy)to bethe outward coucr 
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of ſo many inward perfe&ions. So aſſuring my 
ſelte, that as no darknefle can abide before the 
Sunne, ſo no deformitie can be found in 
thoſe papers, ouer which your eyes 
hauc oncethined.l reſt 


Your Honors moſt humbly } 


deuoted, 


Willam eA lexander. 


} 
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UN CY CY SONOMON 
AVRORA-. 


Sonet 1. 


S 


Yer bitter Critickes may miſtake my mind; 
Not beautic, no, but vertue raild my fi res, 
Whoſe ſacred flame did cheriſh chalt deſi res, 
And through my cloudie fortune clearely ſhin'd. 
But had not oth'rs otherwiſe aduiſd, 
My cabinet (hould yet theſe {croles containe,, 
This childiſh birth of a conccitie braine, 
Which I had ſtill as trifling tpyes delpild : 
Pardon thoſe errours of mine vnripe age; 
My tender Muſe by time may grow more age. 


Sonet 2. 


A? yet threeluſters were not quite expir'd, 
Since had bene apartner of the light, 
When I behelda face, a face more bright 
Then gliſtring Phzbus when the fields are fir'd: 
Longtime amaz'drare beautic Iadmir'd, 

The beames reflefting on my captiu'd {1 ohr, 
Till that {urpriz'd (I wot not by what Ai oht ) 
More then I could conceiue my ſoule deli d, 


My takers ſtateI long'd for to comprile. 
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T Ha {ubtill G recke who for 
Shap'd Beaurics Goddeſſc 


And with a learned penſill lIimn 
l all the world admir' 


Vcrethe happieſt wighe: 
'Orifmy ſtate they knew, 


Itruthlefſerockes wouldrue, 
And meng me 1t they might, 


AVRORA 


But as the babe before the wand, 
Whole faulrlefſepart his parents will not truſt, 
For very tcare doth trembling ſtand, 
And quakes to ſpeake although his cauſebe uſt: 
Soſctbefore her face, 
Though bent to pleade for grace, 
I wotnot how I faile : 
Yet minding to ſay much, 
Thar ſtring I never touch, 
But ſtand diſmaid and pale. 
The deepeſt riuers make leaſt din, 
Thefilent ſoule doth moſt abound in care: 
Then might my breſt be read within, 
A thouſand volumes would be written there, 
Might filence ſhew my mind, 
Sighes tell how I were pin d, 
| Orlookes my woes relate ; 
Then any pregnant wit, 
That well remarked it, 
Would ſoone diſcerne my ſtate, 
X No fauour yet my Faire aftoords, 
But looking haughtie,though with humble eyes, 
Doth quite confound my ſtaggering words; 
Andas not ſpying thatthing which ſhe ſpics. 
A mirror makes of me, 
Where ſhe her ſelfe may ſee : 
And what ſhe brings to paſſe, 
I trembling too for feare, 
Moue neither eye nor care, 
AsifI were herglaſle. 
Whilſtin this mannerl remaine, 
Lik- to the ſtatue of ſome one that's dead, 
Strangetyrants in my boſome raigne, 


 Aficllof fancies fights within my head : 


AVRORA. 


Yetifthe tonguewere true, 
We boldly might purſue 
That Diamantine harr. 
Burt when that it's reſtraind, 
As doom'd to be diſdaind, 
My ſighes ſhew how I ſmart. 

No wonderthenalthough I wracke, 
By them betrayd in whomI did confide, 

S1nce tongue, heart, eyes andall gaue backe, 
ohc1iuſtly may my childiſhneſle deride. 

Yetthat which I concealc, 
May lerue for to reucale 
My teruencie in loue, 
My pafſions were too great, 
For words texpreſle my ſtate, 
As to my painesI proue. 

Ott thoſe that do deſerue diſdaine, 
For forging fancies get the beſt reward: 
Wherel who feele what they do faine, 
For too much loue am hadinno regard, 

Behold by proofe we ſee 
The gallantliuing free, 

- His fancies doth extend: 
Where he that is orecome, 
Rain'd with reſpects ſtands dumbe, 

Still fearing to offend. 
My baſhfulnefſe when ſhe beholds, 
Or rather my affection out of bounds, 
Although my face my ſtate vnfolds, 
Andin my hew diſcouers hidden wounds: 
Yet tcaſting at my wo, 
She doubts if it beſo, 

As the could not conceiue it, 
This grieues me moſt of all, 


She 


AVRORA. 


She triumphs in my fall, 
Not ſeeming to perceiue it, 
Then fincein vainel plaints impart 
To ſcornfulleares, in a contemned {croule , 
And ſince my toung betrayes my hart, 
And cannot tell theanguiſh of my ſoule : 
Hencefoorthlle hide my lofles, 
And notrecompt the croſles 
That do my ioyes orethrow: 
Atleaſttoſenſleſſc things, 
Mounts,vales,woods,flouds,and ſprings, 
I ſhall them onely ſhow. 


Ah vnafteed lines, 

True models of my heart, 

The world may ſee, that in you ſhines 
The power of paſſion more then art. 


Jon. 4 


[39 to debate my cauſe whilſt I drewneete, 
My ſtaggering toung againſt me did conſpue, 
And whilſt it ſhould haue chargd, itdid retire, 
A certaineſigne of loue that was {incere: 
I ſaw herheauenly vertues ſhine ſo cleere, 
ThatI was forc'd for to conceale my fire, 
And withreſpedts cuen bridling my deſire. 
Morethen mylife I held her honour deere, 
And though I burn'd with all the flames of loue, 
Yetfrozen with a reuerentkind of feares, 
| Tdurſtnotpoure my paſſions in her eares; 

Leſt ſo I might the hope I had remoue. 
Thus Loue mard loue, Deſire defire reſtrain'd; 


Of mind to mouea world, I dumberemain'd. 
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Jon. 5. 


N O wonder though that this my bliſſe diſmaies, 

Whilſt rendred vp to neuer-pleas'd deſires, 
I burne, andyetmuſt couer curſed fires, 
Whoſe flame it ſelfe againſt my will bewrayes. 
Sometimes my faire tolaunce my wound aflayes, 
And with th'occafton as it ſeemes conſpires, 
And indireQtly oft my ſtate inquires. 

- WhichT wouldhide whilſt itit ſelfe betrayes. 
Ifthat aguiltie geſture did diſcloſe 
The hideous horrors that my ſoule contain'd, 
Or wandring words deriu'd trom inward woes, 
Did tell my ſtate, theirtreaſon Idiſdaind: 

A AndI could wiſh tobebutasIam, 
Ifthat ſhe knew how I conceale the ſame, 


| Sonet 6. 
He hoſts of thoughts imbattled in my breſt, 


Arecuer buſicd with inteſtine warres, 
Andlike to Cadmw carth-bornetroupes at iatres, 
Haue ſpoil'd my ſoule of peace, themſclues of reſt. 
Thus forc'd to reape ſuch ſeed as I haue ſowne, 
I(hauing intereſt in this doubtfull ſtrife) 

Hope much,feare more,doubt moſt, vnhappie life. ' 
Whatcuer {1depreuaile,I'm ſtill orethrowne : 
O neither lifenor death! © both, bur bad 
Imparadiz'd, whiles in mine owne conceit, 
My fancies ſtraight againe imbroyle my ſtate, 
Andina moment make megladand ſad. 

Thus neither yeelding quite to this nor that, 

I liue, I dic, I doI wotnotwhar, 


S0n.7. 
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Jon. 7. 


A Flame of loue that glaunceth in thoſe eyes, 
Where maieſtic with {weetneſſe mixt remaines, 
Doth poure ſo ſweet a poylon in the veines, 
That who them viewes ſtraight wounded wondring dyes, 
But yet who would not looke on thoſe cleare skics, 
Andloueto periſh with fo pleaſant paines, 
While as thoſelights of louc hide beauties traine 
With iuorie Orbes, where ſtill two ſtarres ariſe: 
When as thoſe chriſtall Comets whilesappeare, 
Eyc-rauiſh'dI go gazing on theirraycs, 
Whilſt they enrich'd with many princely prayes, 
Orc hoſts of hearts triumphing ſtill retire: 

Thoſe planets when they Pine in their owne kinds, 
Doboaſttorethrow whole monarchies of minds. 


Jon. $. 


H what diſaſtrous fortune haue I had! 
Lo ftill in league with all that may annoy, 
Andentredinenimitie with Ioy, 
I entertaincall things that make me ſad, 
With many miſeries almoſt gone mad: 
To purchaſe paines I all my paines employ, 
And vſcallmeanes my ſelfe for to deſtroy, 
The tenour of my ſtarre hath bene ſo bad. 
And though my ſtate a thouſand times were worſe, 
As it is cl{epaſt bounds of all beleefe: 
Yet all Pandora's plagues couldnot haue force, 
To aggrauate the burthen of my gricte: 
ThOccafion might moue mountaines to remorce: 


I hatcall helpe, and hope fornorelecte, 
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Jon. 9. 


though that words chain'd with affetion faile, 
Asthart which makes me burſt abaſht t'vnfold, 
. Yet Lines { dumbe Orators) ye may be bold, 
Tirinke will notbluſh, though paper doth looke pale , 
Yeot my ſtate the ſecrets did containe, 
That then through clouds of darke inuentions ſhin'd: 
Whilſt I d:{clos'd, yetnot dilclos'd my mind, 
Obſcure to others, but to one ore plaine. 
And yetthat one did whiles (as thend may proue) 
Not marke, not vnderſtand,or elſe deſpiſe, 
That (though miſteri1ous) language of mineeyes, 
Which might haue bene interpreted by loue. 

Thus ſhe, what I diſcouered, yet conceal 'd : 
 Knowes,andnot knowes; both hid, and both reueal'd. 


Elepie I. 


Venas the dying Swan almoſt bereftof breath, 
Sounds dolctull notes and drearie ſongs, a preſage of her 
Sofince my date of hifealmoſt expird Ihnd, (death: 
My obſequies I ſadly ſing as ſorrow tunes my mind, 
And as the rareſt Bird a pile of wood doth frame, 
Which being fr'd by Phevzs rayes, ſhe fals into the flame: 
So by two ſunniceyes I giuvemy fancies fire, 
And burne my {elfe with beauties raies,cuen by mine owne 
Thus thangry Gods atlength begin fortorelent, (defire. 
Andonceto end my deathfull life, for pitic are content. 
Forit th'infernall powers, the damned ſouls would pine, 
Thenl-tthC ſend them ro thelight, toleadealite like mine. 
O it I could recountthecroſles and the cares , 
+ natfro my cradieto my Beare conduct ine with deſpairs; 
Then 


| AVRORA. 


Then hungrie T artalus pleas'd with his lot would ſtand- 
I famiſh for a {\weeter tood, which ſtill is retrmy hand, 
| Like [x:/oxs rcſtle{ſe wheele my fancies rowle about ; 
| And like hisguelſt that ſtole heau'ns fires, they teare my boy- 
I worke an cndles task and looſe my labor ſtill: (els out. 
| Euen as the bloudieiſters do, that emptie as they hl, 


As Si{iph's ſtonereturnes his guiltic ghoſt rappall, 
' Teuerraiſemy hopes fo high, they bruiſe me with their fall. 
AnditI couldin ſumme my ſeucrall grietes rclate, 
All would forget their proper harms,& only waile my ſtate. 
So grieuous is my paine,fo painfull is my gricte, 
That death which doth the world affright,wold yeeld rome 


- I haue mithaps ſolong, as in a habit had, (releete. 
[ thinkeI looke not like my ſelfe, but when thatT am ad. 
As birds flic butinthaire, fithes 1:3 {-as do due, 
, SolorrowisasthElement by which [onc'y luc: 


Yctthis may be admir d a; more then itrange in me, 
Although inall my Horoſcope not one cleare point I {ce, 
Againſt my knowledge, yet I many atimerebell, 
And ſecke togather grounds of hope, a h-au'n amidlta hell. 
$ O poylon of the mind, that doeſt the wits bereauc: 
And ſhrouded with acloke of Joue doſt al the world deceiue. 
Thouartthe rocke on which my comforts ſhip did dajh, 
[rs thou that daily in my wounds thy hooked hcades doſt waſh. 
Blind Tyrantitis thou by whom my hopes lye dead: 
That whules throwes forth a dart of gold, & whilcs a lumpe of lead. 
Thus oft thou woundeſt two,burt in two diffrent ſtares, 
Which througha ſtrange antipathy,th one loues,& th'other 
( O but crreI grant,I ſhould not thee vpbraid, (hates. 
} [r'sI to paſſions tyrrannie that haue my ſcltc berratd: 
And yet this cannot be, my 1udgements aymesamille : 
Ah deare Asroz4 it is thou that ruin'd haſt my blifſe: 
A fault thatby thy {. xe may partly be excus'd, 
Which ſtil doth loath what proterd is,afte&ts whatis refus'd, 
B 3 
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> ©. Myludgment loſt 1 
I ſpeak as is Wereinny | 


*thy beautics flauer 
And ivhen thoy tak it all hope fro 


Ntas wile, 
© itany faultthere be: 
Forthe why 1d,was cruel] made by me, 
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And fincemy fortunes, in wo to be bewrapt, 
[le honour heras oftbefore,and hate mine owne miſhap. 
Her rigorous courſeſhall ſerue my loyall part to proue, 
And as a touch-ſtone for to trie the yertue of my loue. 
Which when her bcautic fades,(hall be as cleareas now, 
My conſtancie itſhall be known,whe wrinkled is herbrow: 
So that ſuch twoagaine,ſhall in no agebe found, 
She for her face, I for my faith, both worthy to be crownd. 


e M aarip.1. 


2 in herface minceyesI fixe, 

A fearefull boldneſſe takes my mind, 
Sweet hony loue with gall doth mixc, 
Andis vnkindly kind: 

It ſeemes to breed, 

Andis indeed 

A ſpeciall pleaſure tobe pin'd. 

No danger then I dread: 

For though I went athouſand times to Stix, 
Iknow ſhe can reuiue me with her eye; 

As many lookes,as many liues to me: 

And yet had Ia thouſand harts, 

As many lookes as many darts, 

Might makethem alltodie. 


Seſtin. 1. 


H** is my fortune, ſtormic is my ſtate, 
Andas inconſtantas the wauing ſea, 
Whoſe courſe doth ſtill depend vpon the winds: 
For lo, my lite in danger cuery houre, 

And though euen at the point forto beloſt, 

Can find no comfort buta flying ſhow. 


AVRORA, 


Song 2. 


WE I by wailing _— 
Thaucin ſome ſortaſſwag'd my gricte , 
I found thatragegaue no reliete, 
And carctulneſſedid but increaſe my teares : 
Then now Ile mourne for nought, 
But in my ſecret thought, | 
Willtheſaurizeallmy miſchicte. 
For long experienc'd wo well witneſle beares, 
That teares cannot quench ſighes,nor ſighs drie teares. 
To calmea ſtormie brow, | 
The world doth know how I did ſmart, 
Yer could not moue that marble hart, 
Which was too much to crucltic inclin 9: 
But to her rigour now, 
I lift my hands'and bow, 
Andinher grace will claime no part: 
I take great paines of purpoſeto be pind, 
And onely mourne to fatisfie my mind. 
How TI my dayes haue ſpent, 
The heau'ns aboueno doubt they know; 
The world hath likewiſe ſeene below, 
Whilſt with my fighes Ipoyſond altheayre: 
Thoſeſtreames which Taugment, 
Thoſc woods where lament, 
Ithinke my ſtate could clearely ſhow: 
By thoſe the ſame reſts regiſtred as rare, 
Thatſuchlike monſtrous things vs'd to declare. 
Thetrees where I did bide, 
Seem for to chide my froward fate: 
Then whiſling wail d my wretched ſtate, 


Andbowing whiles to heare my wofull ſong: 
C 
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They ſpred their branches wide, 
Of purpoſe me to hide: 
Then of their leaues did makemy ſeate : 
And if they reaſon had as they are ſtrong, 


No doubt but they would ioyne Caucnge my Wrong. 


The beaſts in cuery glen, 
Which fi:ſtto kill meliad ordain d, 
Wecreby my priuiledge reftraind, 
Who indenized was within thoſe was Fe” 
I harbordin aden, 
I ted theſ1ght of men, 
No ſtgne of reaſon Irctain'd. 
The bcaſts they flienot when the hunter ſounds, 
As Iat mincowne thoughts when Cupid hounds, 
This moues me, my diitreſſc 
And ſorrowes ſometimeto conceale, 
Leſt that the torments which 1 tecle, 
Might likewiſe my concitizens annoy. 
And partly I confeſle, 
Becaule the mcanes crow leſle 
By which I ſhould ſuch harmes reucale: 
Wain I proteſt, doth but preiudge my 1oy, 
Tharſtil! do ſtrive my ſelfe for to deſtroy. 
__AllcomtortTIdeſpight, 
And willingly with wo comporr, 
My paſſions do appearea ſports 
I take a ſpeciall pleaſtre ro complaine : 
All things that mouedelight, 
I with difdaine acquite, 
Small eaſe fſeemes much, long trauels thort, 
A world of pleaſure is not worth My Painc , 
| will not change my lofſe with others gaine, 
Hererob'd of all repoſe, 
 Notinterrupted by repaire, 


My 


AVRORA, 


My fancies freely I declare: 
And counting all my croſſes one by'one, 
| [ daily do diſcloſe 
To woods and vales my woes. 
AndasI ſaw CAwrorathere, 
I thinke to her that I my ſtate bemone, 
Whenin effect it 15 but toa ſtone. 
This my moſt monſtrous il], 
Compaſhon moues in euery thing: 
When as I ſhoutthe forreſts ring; 
WhenlT begin to grone,the beaſts they bray: 
p The trees they teares diſti!], 
The rivers all ſtand ſtill, 
The birds my Tragedie they ſing; 
The wofiull Eccho waites v pon my way, 
Prompt to reſound my accents when ſtay. 
When wearied I remaine, 
Tharſ:ghs, teares, voice, and all dofaile, 
Diſcolourd, bloudlcfſe, and growne pale, 
| Vpon the carth my bodieI diſtend: 
by And then orecome with paine, 
T agonize againe: 
And paſlions do fo farre preuaile, 
That though TI wantthe meanes my woes to ſpend, 
A mournfull meaning neuer hath an end. 
My child in deſerts borne, 
For griefte-tun'd cares thy accents frame, 
And ellto thoſe thy plaints that ſcorne, 
| 4 Thou plead{t for pitie,not for fame. 


Jon. 10. 


] Sweare AMurora,by thy ſtarrie eyes, 


Andby thoſe golden lockes whoſe locke none flips, 
C3 And 
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Andby the Corall of thy roſie lippes , 
And by the naked ſnowes which beautic dies, 
I fiweare by all the 1ewels of thy mind, 
Whoſelike yet ncuer worldly treaſure bought, 
'Thy ſolide iudgement and thy generous thought, 
Which in this darkened age haue clearcly (hin d: 
I fiveare by thoſe,and by my ſpotleſſcloue, 
Andby my ſecret, yet moſt teruent fires, 
ThatT haue neuer nurc'd but chaſt defires, 
Andſuch as modeſtic might well approuec. 
Then ſince loue thoſe vertuous parts in thee, 
Should(t thou not loue this vertuous mind in me” 


Yon. 11. 


AH that it was my fortune tobe borne, 
Now in the timeof this degenerd age, 

When ſome, in whom impictie doth rage, 
Do all thereſt diſcredit whilſt they ſcorne. 
And this is grovwne to {ſuch a cuſtome now, 
That thoſeare thought to haue the braueſt ſpirits, 
Who can faine fancics and imagine merits: 
> As who but tortheirluſts of louc allow. 
Andyctin this I had good hap, I find, 
Thatchanc'd to chaine my thoughts toſuch an one, 
Whoſe iudgementis ſo cleare, that ſheanone 
Can by the outward geſtures 1udge the mind. 

Yet witand fortune rarely waite on one, 


Sne knowes the beſt, yet can make choice of none. 


Fon. 12. 


Weet bluthing ooddefle ofthe golden morning, 
Faire patroneſle ofall the worlds affaires, 


AVRORA, 


Thouart become ſo carelefle of my cares, 
ThatI muſtnamethee goddeffe of my mourning. 
Lo how the Sunne part of thy burthen beares, 
And whileſt thoudoeſt in pearly drops regrate, 
As t were topitiethy diſtreſſed ſtate, 
Exhales the Chriſtall of thy gliſtring teares; 
ButT poure forth my vowes before thy ſhrine, 
And whilſt thou doſt my louing zeale deſpiſe, 
Do drowne my heart in thocean of mine cycs; 
Yet daign'ſt thou not to drie theſe teares of mine, 
Vnleſle itbe with th'&tna of defires, 
Which cuenamidſt thoſe floods doth foſter fires. 


0.13. 


I" how that Time doth ſtill diſturbe my peace, 
And hath his courſe to my contuſton bent, 
For when th'Occaſton kindly giues conſent, 
That I ſhould feed vpon _Awnroraes face: 
Then mounted on the chariot ofthe Sunne, 
That tyrant Time doth poſt fo faſt away, 
That whiltI but aduiſe what ſhould ſay, 
I'm forc'd to endereT haue well begun: 
And then againe it doth ſo ſlowly flic, 
WhilſtT leaue her whom I hold onely deare, 
Each minute makes an houre,cach houreayeare, 
Yeares luſters ſeeme, one luſter ten to me. 
Thus changing courſe to change my ſtate I know, 
In preſence time proues ſwift,in abſence ſlow. 


Son .14.. 
V  J Hen firſt Tviewd that cy-enchanting face, 


| Which for the world chiefe treaſure was efteem'd, 
C3 I dge- 


Vhoore my fancies hath { lwe 
7 | 
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er part, 
Ile make Namends 


and for hex CITor ſmart, 


$0.16. 


Otcfoengao'g my fancies to that faire, 
That 


Whillt line I ſhall aduance her name, 


Ang 
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And impine ſtately ferthers in her fame, 
May make it glide more glorious through theaure: 
Soſhein beauties right ſhall haue her ſhare, 
And I who ſtrive her praiſes to proclaime, 
Encourag'd with ſo excellent a theame, 
May re(t inrold amongſt thoſe that were rare. 
O if my wit were equall with her worth! 
Th{CArrpeaesallrauiſh'd by report, 
From regions moſt remou'd ſhould herercſorr, 
Togaze vpon theface which I ſet forth: 

Or were my witbut equall with my wall, 

I with her praiſe both T itans bowers ſhould hill. 


S017. 


I Saw ſixe eallantNymphes, I ſaw butone, 

One ſtain'd them all,one did them onely grace; 
And with the ſhiningof her beautcous face, 
Gauecto the world new light whenit hadnone. 
Then when the god that guides the light was gone, 
And orethehils directed had his race, 

A brighter farre then he {upplide his place, 

And lightnedour horizon here anone. 

The reſt pale Moones were bettered by this Sunne, 


They borrowed beames from her ſtar-ſtaining eyes: 


Still when ſheets her lights, their ſhining dics, 


And attheir opening is againe begun: 
Phxbas all day I would be bard thy light, 
For to be ſhin'd on by this Sunneat night. 


Inc Son.18, 


Raiſe-worthy part where praiſes praiſe isplac'd, 
As th'Oracle of th'Earth belceu'd below. 
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Tleto the world thy beauties wondersſhow, 
O vnſtain'd Roſe, with Lillies interlac'd: 
But whatalabour hath my Muſe imbrac'd? 
ShallI commend the corall,or the ſnow, 
Which ſuch a {iweet embalmed breath did blow, 
That th'ortentall odours are diſprac'd* 
Mouth moiſtned with celeſtiall Near ſtill, 
Whole muſicke oft my famiſh'd eares hath fed, 
With ſoftned ſounds in ſugred ſpecches ſpred, 
Whilſt pearles and rubies did vntfold thy will. 
I wiſh thatthy laſt kiſſe might ſtop my breath, 
Then would thinkeI dieda happie death. 


Son.19. 


EE: ſome bewitch'd witha deceitfull ſhow, 
Loue earthly things vnworthily eſteem'd, 
Ange lofing that which cannot beredeem'd, 
Pay backe with paine according as they ow: 
But I diſdaineto caſt mine eyes ſolow, 
That for my thoughts ouer baſe aſubicR ſeem'd, 
Which ſtill the vulgar courſe too beaten deem'd; 
And loftier things delighted for to know, 
Though preſently this plague me but with paine, 
 Andvexe the world with wondringat my woes: 
Yet hauing gaind that long deſir'd repolc, 
My mirth may more miraculous remaine. 
That for the which long languiſhing I pine, 
Itisaſhow, but yet a ſhow diuine. 


Song 3. 


I FA VEbck as my fancies firft began to flie, 
. Which youth had butecnlarg'd of late, 


Enamour'd 
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Enamour'd ofmine owne concelt, 

I ſported with my thoughtsthat then were tree; 
| | And neuer thought to {ce 
| No ſuch miſhap atall, 
k As might haue made them thrall. 
/ _ VVhenlo, cuenthen my fate 
Was laboring toorethrow my proſprous ſtate- 
For Cupid did conſpire my fall, 
) And with my honie mixt his gall, 

Long ereI thought thatſuch a thing could be. 
Loue after many ſtratagems were tride, 


L His griefe this mother did impart, 
And praid her to find outſome arr, 
By which he might haue meanes tabate my pride. 
And ſhe by chance eſpide 
3 VVhere beauries beaurtie ſtraid, 


Like whom ſtraight wayes arraid, 
She tooke a powertull dart, 
VVhich had the force rnflame an icie hart: 
* i And when ſhe had thisſlight aflaid, 
Thetimeno longer ſhedelaid, 
But madeanarrow through my bowels glide. , 
Then when I had receiu'd the deadly wound, 
And that the goddeſle fled my {ight, 
Inueigled with her beauties light: 
Firſt hauing followed ore the ſtable ground, 
Vnto the deepe profound, 
My courſe Inextdid hold, 
C In hope the truth r'vnfold. 
If Therisby her might, 
Or ſome ſea-nimph had vs'd the fatall ſlight: 
In th Hauen I did a barke behold, 
VVith failes of filke,and oares of gold, . 
VVhich being richly deckt,did ſeeme moſt ſound, 
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Tn this imbark'd when from the portI paſt, 

Faire gales at firſt my ſailes did greete, 

Andall ſcem'd for the voyage meete; 

Butyct I fail'd not long, when lo a blaſt 

Did quite oreturne my maſt; 

Which being oncethrowne downe, 

Sull looking for to-drowne, 

And ſtriken 10f ny fectc, 

Betwixt two rockes I did with danger fleete: 
Whilſt ſeas their waucs with clouds did crowne, 
Yet with cy tolle I got atowne, 
Viereas I law her w hom I ſought at laſt. 


Q 
What were my toyes then ſcarcely can be thought. 


When in diſtrcflc ſhe did me pic, 
My mind with fortunes beſtto tric, 
Sheto achamber made of pearle me broughr, 
Vherewhulſt I proudly ſought, 
In ſtate with 1oze to ſicive; 
A flame which did arriue 
In twinckling of an eye, 
The chamber burn'd,andleft meliketo die: 
For atterthat,how could I liuc, 
Thar inthe depth of wocs did diue, 
To fee my gloric tocontufion brought? 
Burwith proſperitiz yet once againe, 
; To rriewhat was within my mind) 
She on my backe two wings did bind, 
Like to ones birds,and [ w ho did diſdaine 
On th carth for to remaine, 
Sincc I might ſoarcoreall, 
Did th'aitie ſprites appall, 
Tillthrough fierce flying blind, 
[ was encountred with a rmightic wind, 
With which through thairetoſs'd lkea ball, 


Euen 
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Euen asa ſtarre from heauen doth fall, 

I glidedto thegroundalmoſtquite ſlaine. 
Then (as it {cem'd)growne kinderthen before, 

This Ladic for to cure my wounds, 

Did ſecke ore all theneareft bounds, 

To tric what might my wontedſtatereſtore, 

And ſtill her care grew more; 

Of flowers the made my bed, 

With Nedarl was ted, 

And with moſt ſugred ſounds, . 

Oftluld aſleepe betwixt two yuorie rounds, 

Whoſe daintie turrets all were cled 

With Lillies white, and Roſes red, 

The leaues of which could onely caſe my ſore, 
When I was curd of euery thing ſaue catc, 

She whom I name (withouta name) 

Did lcade me forth ta mightie frame, 

Acurious building that was wondrous faire, 

A labyrinth molt rare, 

All made of precious ſtones: 

That which in Candie once 

Did hide Paſiphaes thame, 

Was not ſolarge, though more enlarg'd by fame: 

There whilſt none liſtned to their mones, 

A world of men ſhed weightie grones, 

That tortur'd were with th'engines of deſpaire. 
As Forthat Sterling,glides as t were in doubt, 

What way ſhe ſhould dire@her courle; 

by Ifto the ſea,or to the ſource, 

And ſporting with her ſelfe,her {elfe doth flout: 

So wandred I about 

Inthintricated way, 

Where whil{tI did ſtill ſtray, 

Withan abrupt diſcourlc, 
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And witha courteſie,I muſt ſay courle, 
My beauteous guide fled quite away, 
And would not do ſo much as ſtay, 
Tolcnd me firſt a thread to leade me our: 
Through many a corner whilſt I ſtaggring went, 
V Vhich in the darke I did embrace, 
A nymph like th'other in the face, 
But whoſeaffcRions were more mildly bent, 
Spying my breath neare ſpent, 
Plaid _A7/adzes part, 
Andicd meby theheart 
Out of the euileful! place. 
And like th'vn oratefull Theſezs in this caſe, 
I made not my deltuercr{mart: 
Thus oft aftiaid my panting hart, 
Can yet ſcarce truſt rhaue ſcap' d ſome badcuent. 
If any muſe miſterious ſong, 
At * 387 ſtrange things that thou haſt ſhowne, 
And wot not what to deeme; 
Tell that they do me wrong, 
I am my QE. what erc I ſeeme, 
And muſt g.) maskd,that I may not be! knowne. 


Son.l0. 


Nhappieghoſt gowailethy griefe below, 
VVhere ncuer foule butendleſle horror ſees, 
Diſmaske thy mind amonglt the mirtle trees, 
Which here I ſce thouart allians' d to ſhow; 
This breaſt that ſuch a fierie breath doth blow, 
Muſt haue of force ſome flood thoſe flames to freeze. 
And o that drowlte Lathe beſt agrees, 
To quench thele cuils that come, becauſeI know 
Since ſhe whom I hauc harbour'd in my hcarr, 


Will 
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Will grant me now no portion of her mind, 

I dic content, becaule the liues vnkind, 

And ſufters one whomonce ſhe grac'd to ſmart: 
But I:amentthatI haucliud fo long, 
Leſt blaming her,I ere I dic do wrong. 


yon. 21. 


N this curſt breſt, borne onely to be pin d, 
Some furic hath ſuch tantaſtes infus'd, 
ThatI though with her crucltics well vs'd, 
Candaigne my ſelfe to ſerue one foinclind. 
Such helliſh horrors toſſe my reſtleſle mind, 
That with bcguiling hopes vainely abus'd, 
It yet affects that which the Fates refus d, 
And dare preſume to pleade for that vnkind: 
Then traiterous thoughts, that haue ſeduc'd my ſence, 
Whoſe vaine inuentions I haue oft times wall d, 
I baniſh you the bounds, whereas ye fail d 
Toliue from hence,exil'd for your offence. 
But what auailes all this, though I would leaue them, 
If thattheheartthey hurt againe rece1ue them? 


Jon.22. 


Vi nothing could my fancies courſe controule, 
T haue matchleffe beauties match'd with matchles 
And from thy mind all rigor to remoue, (loue, 
Ifacrific'd thaffeRions of my ſoule: 
And Hercules had neuer greater paines, 
With dangerous toiles his ſtep-dames wrath taſlwage, 
Then I,whileas I did my thoughts engage, 
With my deſerts roreballance thy diſdaines: 
Yet all my merits could not moue thy mind, 
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But furniſh'd trophees for radornethy pride, 

That in the fornace of thoſe troubles tride 

The temp-rofmy loue, whoſe flame I find 
Fin'd and refin'd too oft, but faintles flaſhes, 
And mult within ſhort time fall downe in athes. 


Jon. 23. 
| Nin ſtately 7u#0 in agreat diſdaine, 


Her beautic by ones 1udgement but iniurd, 
> Tauengeona whole nation oft procurd, 
And for ones fault ſaw many thouſands flaine: 
But ſhe whom I would to the world preterre, 
Although I ſpend my ſprit to praiſe hernaine, 
Sheinarage,as it I ſought her ſhame, 
Thirſts for my bloud,and faith I wrong her farre. 
Thus ruthleſſetyrants thatarebent to kill, 
Ofall occaſtons procrearca caule: 
How can ſhe hate me now (this makes me pauſe ) 
When yet I cannot but commend her ftill: 
For this her fault comes of a modeſt mind, 
Where fond ambition made the goddeſle blind. 


Sonet 2.4. 


Countrie Swaine while as helay atreſt, 

Neare dead for cold a ſcrpent did perceiue, 
And through prepoſterous pitie ſtraight would ſaue 
That vipers lite, whoſe death had bene his beſt: 

 Forbeing by his boſomes heate reuiu'd, 

O vile ingratitude!a monſtrous thing, 

Not thinking how he ſtrengthned had her ſting, 
She kild the courtzous Clowne by whom ſheliu'd, 
I in this maner harbour'd in my hart 


AVRORA. 


A ſpeechleſſe picturegdeſtitute of force, 
And lo attracted with a vaineremorce, 
I gaucitlite, and foſtred it with art; 

But like that poiſnous viper being ſtrong, 


Sheburn'd the breſt where ſhe had lodg'do long, 


Jon. 25. 


( ere mouing criſtall,pureas the Sunne beames, 


Which had the honor for to be the glafle, 
Of the moſt daintic beautie euer wasz «- 
And with her ſhadow did inrich thy ſtreames, 
Thy treafures now cannot be boughttor monic, 
Whilſt ſhe dranke thee, thou drank thy fill of loue, 
And of thoſc roſes didft the ſweernes prouc, 
From which the Bees of loue do gather honie: 
Thambrofian liquor that he fils aboue, 
Whom th'Eagle rauiſh'd from thiinferiorround, 
It is notlike this Nectar (though renown'd) 


Which thou didfſt taſt, whilſt ſhe herlips did moue: 


But yet beware leſt burning with defires, 
That all thy waters cannot quench thy fires, 


Son.26. 


J.- give theeleaue my loue, in beauties field 

4 To rcarered colours whiles,and bend thine eyes; 
Thoſe thatare baſhfull ſtill, I quite deſpiſe 

Such ſimple ſoulesare too ſoone mou'd to yeeld: 

Let maicſticarm'd in thy count'nance ſit, 

As that which will no iniurte recciue; 

And Ilenot hate thee, whiles although thou haue 

A ſparke of pride,ſo it be rul'd by wit, 

This isto chaſtitiea powerfull guard, 


Whilſt 


pron 
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V Vhilſt haughtie thoughts all ſeruile thin os elchue, 
That ſparke hath power the paſſions to ſubdue, 
And would of gloriechalengea reward: 

But donotfallin loue with thineowneſelfe, 
Narciſſus carlt was loſt on ſuch a ſhelfe. 


S027. 


$4. c thoughts ofthoſe I cannot but diſproue, 
VVho baſely loſt their thraldome muſt bemone: 
Tſcorne to wy my ſelte toſucha one, 
V Vhole birth and vertue is not worth my louc. 
No,ſinceitis my fortuneto be thrall, 
I muſt be fertred with agoldcn band. 
And itI dic,tle dic by Hedors hand: 
So may chevictors fame excuſe my fall, 
And it by any mcanesI muſt be blind, 
Then it ſhall be by gazing on the Sunne; 
Oft by thoſe meanes the greateſt haue bene wonne, 
Who muſt like beſt ofſuch a generous mind: 
Atleaſt by this I haueallow'd of fame, 
Much honour if I winne,if loſe,no ſhame. 


Son.28, 


{| Ys whilſt that Zarhmos did containe her bliſle, 
Chaſt Phzbelefther Church ſo much admir'd, 
And when her brother from thatbounds retir'd, 
Would of the fleepie ſhepheard ſteale a kiſle, 

But tono greatergrace I craue toclime, 

Tacn of my goddefle whiles whilſt ſhe repoſes, 
ThatT might tkiſſe the ſil- ſelfekiſling roſes, 

And ſteale other that which was ſtolne of him, 

Ans though I know thatthis would onely Proue. 


AVRORA, 


A maim'd delight, whereof th'one halfe would want , 
Yet whil'{t the light did Morphews power ſupplant: 
[f that my thett did her diſpleaſure moue , 

I render wouldall that I rob'dagaine, 

And for cach kiſſeI take would giue her twaine. 


Son. 29. 


I Enute not Endimion now no more, 
Nor all the happinctle his {leepe did yeeld, 
— Whileas Dzara (traying through the field, 
Suckd from his {leep-{eal'd lippes balme tor her ſore: 
Whilſt Iembrac'd the ſhadow of my death, 
" Idreaming did farre greater pleaſure proue, 
And quatt 'd with Cap/d ſugred draughts of loue, 
Then Jowe-like feeding ona Nectard breath: 
Now judge which of vs two might be moſt prowd ; 
* Hegota kifſe yet not enioy'dit right, | 
AndI got none, yer taſted that delight 
Which Yenzs on CAdons once beſtow'd: 
He onely got the bodie ofakifle, 
AndlI the fouleof it, which he did mille. ; 


JN. 3O. 


Ps Sprite, flie low, yet flie deſpaire, 

Thy haughtie thoughts the heau'nly powers deſpilc. 
Thus ballanc'd lobetwixt the earth and thaire, 

* Twotnotwhetherfor to fall or riſe; 

". Throughdeſperate dangers whiles I ſcale the skies, 
As it thatnought my courage could reſtraine, 
When lo, anon downe inthe Center lies | 
Thatreſtleſſe mind,whichth'heau'ns did once containe; 


[ toyle tor that which I cannot attaine: 
E 
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Tet fortunenought bur fickleneſle affoords: 

WhereI hauc bene, I hopeto beagaine 

She once muſt change, her common courſe records, 
Aithough my hap bc hard, my heart is hic, 
And it muſt mouat,or elle my bodie dic. 


; Elepie 5B 


Eo notthe world belecue thaccuſing of my tate 
Fends to allure it to condole with me my tragick ſtate: 
Nor thatTI haue ſent foorth theſe ſtormie teares of rage , 
So by disburd'ning of my breſt,my ſorrowes to affwage, 
No, no, that ſcrues for nought, I crane no ſuch reliete, 
Nor will I yeeld that any ſhould be partners of my gricte. 
My fantalie to feed I only ſpend thoſe teares: 
My plaints pleaſe me, no muſicke ſounds ſo {weetly inmy cares, 
| wiſh that fro:m my birth I had acquainted bene 
Still with miſhaps, and neuer had but woes and horrors ſcene: 
Then ignorant of Toyes, lamenting as I do, 
As thinkingall men did thelike, I might content metoo. 
Butahb, my tate was worſe: for it (2sin aglaſſe) 
Sh.w'd methrough litle blinkes of blile , the ſtate wherin I was. 
Which vnperfeRed ioyes, ſcarce conſtant for an houre, 
\Were like butto a watrie Sunne, that ſhines before aſhoure, 
For if I cuer thought or rather dream'd of Toyes , 
hatlicle lightning but foreſhew'da thunder of annoyes; 
It was butlike the fruit that Tartalzstorments, 
Whaich while he ſees & noughtatrains, his hunger but augmets, 
For ſo the ſhadow of that but imagin'd mirth, ; 
Cal'd all thecroffes to record, I ſufferd ſince my birth, | 
Which are to be bewaild, but hard to be redreſt- 
Whoſe ſtrange effects may well be felt, but cannotbe exprelt, 
ludge waat the tceling was, when thinking on things paſt, 
I tremble at the torment yer, and ſtanda time agaſt, 
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YetdolInot repent, but will with patience pine : 
For though I mourne, I murmure nor,lixe men that do repine. 
I graunt I waile my lot, yet Iapprouc her will; | 
What my ſoules oracle thinkes good, I never ſhall thinke ill. 
It I had onely fought a ſalueto caſe my paines, _ 
Long finceI had bewail'd my lotalongſt th'£ly/ran plaines : 
Yet mind I not in this ſelte-louer-like to dic, 
As one thatcard not for her loſle,{o I my ſelfe were free. 
No, may ten nights annoycs make her one night lecure, 
A day of dolors vnto hera moments mirth procure: 
r Ormayayeares laments reioyce her halte an houre, 
May ſeuen years ſorrows make her glad, Iſhal notthink the ſoure. 
And it ſhe do delight to heare of my dilcale, 
Then 0 bleſtT, who ſo may haue th'occaſion herto pleaſe: 
Fornow the cauſe liue, is not for louc of lite, 
But onely for to honour her that holds me in this ſtrite. 
Andere thoſe yowesI make do vnperform'd eſcape, 
This world ſhal once againe renuerſt reſume her ſhapeleſſeſhape. 
But what? what haue I vow'd, my paſſions were too ſtrong, 
As if the mildeſtofthe world delighted to do wrong: 
As (he whomT adore with ſo deuotea mind, 
Could reſt contentto ſee me ſtarue, be glad toſce me pind. 
No, no, ſhe wailes my ſtate, and wouldappeaſe my cares, 
Yetinterdited to the fares, conformes her will to thers. 
Then o vnhappie man,whom euecn thy Saint would ſaue, 
And yetthy cruell deſtinie doth damne thee to the graue. 
This ſentence then may ſerue for to confound my feares, 
Why burſt I notmy breſt with ſ1ghs, & drowne mine cyes with 
Ah,lIhaue mourn'd ſomuch,that I may mourn no more, (tears? 
My miſeries paſſe numbring now,plaints perith in their ſtore. 
The meanesrvnlode my breſt doth quite begin to falle; 
For being drunke with too much dolce, I wot not how to wailc. 
AndfinceI wanta way my anguiſh to reucale, 


Ot torce contented with my Fate, Ile ſufferand conccale. 
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And for to vſc the world,cuen as my loue vs d me. 
Ile vſea countnanceliketo one , whole mind fro grict were free, 
For when ſhe did difdaine ſhe ſhew'da ſmiling face, 
Even then whenſhe denounc dmy death, ſheſecm'd to promiſe 
Sofhall I teeme in ſhow my thoughts forto repoſe, (grace, 
Yetin the center of my ſoule ſhall ſhroud a world of woes: 
Then wofull breſt and eyes your reſtlefle courſe controule, 
And with no outward (ignes betray the anguiſh ofmy ſoule. 
Eyes rate your ſhourcs within, arrowzethe Earth no more. 
Paſſe drowne witha deluge of teares the breſt ye burnt before: 
Breſt arme your ſelfe with ſighes,ifore weaketo defend, 
Then periſh by your proper fires,and make an honeſt end. 


Song 4. 


() Bitter time that doſt begin the ycare, 

And dolt begin each bitter thing to breed! 
O ſcaſ{on fowre, p/n ſeaſon'lt ſo with gall 
Each kind of thing, in thee that life doth take; 
Yet cloak'it thy ſowrenefle with a ſweer-like hew 
And for my /hare doſt make me ſtill to pine, 
As one thats rob d of reſt. 

Now when through all che earth the baſcſt brire, 
In 11gne of 10y is cloath'd with Sommers weed, 
Enen now when as hils nerbes,woods, vales and all. 
Begin to [prinz, and off th'old ruines ſhake, 

Thou bur begin'ſt mineanguiſh to renew; 
O rigour rare ,to baniſh me from mine, 
When birds do build their neſt. 

By theſe thy fierce effects it may appeare, 

That with the Bull the Sunne ſotournes indeed, 
What tauage Bull disbanded from his ſtall, 

© Of wratha Si2ne moreinhumane could make? 
Orecall the Earth thou powr'ſt downe pleaſant dew: 


2 


But 
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But with deſpazre doſt all my hopes confine, 
With teares to bath my breſt, 
Now when the time t increaſe is drawing neare, 
Thou in my breſt of ſorrow ſfow'ſttheſecd, 
And thoſe old griefes thou goeſt for to1ccall, 
That fadinghi»g and would the ſtalke forſake. 
Thus how can I ſome huge miſhap eſchew, 
Who kil'dwith care, all comfort muſt reſ1gne, 
And yeeld to th'amorous peſt : 
The heau'n of my eſtate growes neuer cleare, 
I many torments tecle, yet worſe do dread: 
Mifhaps have me inuiron'd with a wall, 
- And my heart ff1nz with paines that ncuer flake: 
Yetto theend Ile to my Dearebe true; 
So this ſharpe azre my conſtancie ſhall fine, 
Which may come for the beſt. 
Ile write my woes vpon this Pine-tree here, 
That paſſengers ſuch rarities may reade, 
Who when they thinke of this my wretched fall, 
With {ighes may [iz thoſe cuils that make me quake, 
\ And for compaſſion waile,while as they view, 
How that I there with ſuch a fauage line, 
A tyrants Trophees dreſt. 
This time defird of all Ile to hold deare, 
And as that all things now to flouriſh ſpeed: 
So mouing on this ſea-inuiron'd ball, 
Footth teares to bring mine eyes ſhall euer wake: 
And whilſt euen ſenſleſſe things my ſorrowes rue, 
< I (hallnotſpare no partof my ingine, 
, My ſelte for to moleſt, 
The ſoureſt hearbes ſhall be my ſweeteſt cheare, 
Since to prolong my painesI oncly fecd,; 
Some dungeon darke ſhall ſerue me for ahall, 
And likea k/zg I ſhall companions lake. 
E 3 Though 
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Thoughneuer Enuie do my ſtate purſue, 
Of wormwood bare Imind to make my wine, 
Thus ſhall I be diſtreſt. 
Forſince my Fazre doth not ypon me rue, 
My hopes ſet in the weſt. 


Jon. Jl. 


M Y faireſt Faire aduiſe thee with thy heart, 
And tell in time if that thou think'ſt to loue me, 
Leſt that I perifh whil{t thou think'ſt to proue me, 
Ando thou wantthe meanes to act thy part: 
For account my ſelte ſo done accurſt, 
That from deſpairesrefugel ſcarce reftaine. 
The daintieſt colours do the ſooneſt ſtaine, ' 
And themoſt noble minds do ſooneſt burſt, 
Why ſhouldſt thou thus thy rareſt treaſure venter? 
Lo, all the waightic thoughts, the burd'nous cares , 
And euery horror thatthe health impaires, 
Draw to the heart, asto the bodies Center: 
And itore-ballanc'd with ſo greata waight, 
Doth boaſt to yeeld vnto the burthen ſtraight. 
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_— turret of my hope which neuerfalles, 

Did at the firſt all C#p;ds power deſpiſe: 
Butitrorethrow while as thouarm'd thine eyes; 
Thy lookes were Canons, thy difdaines their balles: 
Tbrau'd thy beauties in a gallant ſort, 

And didreliſtall thy affaultsa time : 

Butah,I findin end, (my wrack thy crime) 

That treaſon enters in the ſtrongeſt fort. 

Thou ſeetng thou waſtlike ood held, 


_ Vnto 
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Vnto my thoughts ſome fauour didſt impart, 

Which like brib'd Orators inform'd the hart, 

The victor would prouc kind, it I could yceld: 
Ando, what can this grace thy beauries ſtraines* 
T'is no true victorie that treaſon gaines. 


Son. 23. 


Oo If thou knew'ſt how thouthy {clfe doſt harme, 
And doſt preiudgethy bliſſe, and ſpoile my reſt: 
Then thou would'ſit melt the yccout of thy breſt, 
And thy relenting heart would kindly warme. 
O if thy pridedid not our toyes controule, 
What world of louing wonders ſhould'ſt thou ſee! 
ForifI ſaw thee once transform'd in me, 
Thenin thy boſome I would paure my ſoule, 
Thenall thy thoughts ſhould in my viſage ſhine. 
And itthat ought miſchanc'd thou ſhould ſtnot mone, 
Nor beare the burthen of thy grietes alone; 
No, I would haue my ſhare in what were thine. 
« And whilſt we thus ſhould make our ſorrowes one, 
This happic harmonie would make them none. 


S0n.34 


\ IV Hatvncouth motion makes my mirth decay q 
Is this the thing poore martyr d men call Loue? 
And whil'(t their torment doth their wits diſmay, 


F As thoſe that raue, do fora godapproue? 
. Although he bring his greatnefſe from aboue, 
Andrule the world according to his will, 
| Yetdoth heeuen from thoſeall reſt remoue, 
That were deuoted to his deitie ſtill. 


Can that which is th'originall of ill, 


From 
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From which doth flow an Ocean of miſchiefe, 
Whoſe poyſnous waues doth many thouſands kill 
Can thar be loue? no, tis the ſource of griete. 
Andall thoſe errethat hold this vaine conceit; 
ThenlI erre too, one in this ſame eſtate. 


Se/lin. 2. 


VW Hile as the day deliuers vs his light, 
I wander through the ſolitaric fields, 

And when theeuening hath obſcurd the carth, 

And hath with ſilence lulld the worldaſlecpe : 

Then ragel likea mad-manin my bed , 

Which being fir'd with (1ghes,I quench with teares. 
But ere Aurora riſe to ſpend her teares, 

Still languithing againeto ſee the light, 

As th'enemie of my reſt, I lie my bed, 

Andtake me to the moſt deſerted fields: 

There is no ſoule ſaueI bur gets ſome {lcepe, 

Though one would ſecke through all the peopled earth. 
Whiles th' #4 of my fires affrights theearth, ' 

And whiles it dreads, I drowne it with my teares : 

And it's ſuſpicious-like,I neither ſleepe, 

When Phebus giues nor gathers in his light: 

So many piles of grafſe not cloath the fields, 

As I deuiſe defignes within my bed. 
Vnro thetimeT find a froftie bed, 


Digged within the bowels of the carth, 


Mine eyes ſalt louds ſhall ſtill oreflow the fields: 

T looke notforan abſtinence from teares, 

Till firſt I be ſecluded from the light, 

Andend my torments with an endlcſle {lcepe. 
Fornow whenTam purpoſed to fleepe, 

Athouſand thoughts afſaile me in my bed, 


That 
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Thatofc I do deſpaire to ſcethelight : 

O would to God I werediffolu'd in carth; 

Then would the ſauage beaſts bemone with teares, 

Their neighbours death through all th'vnpeopled fields. 
Whilſt rauiſh'd whiles I walkealongſt the fields, 

Thc lookers on lament, I loſe my fleepe: 

But of the Crocad{les thole be the teares, 

Soto per{wade me forto go to ſleepe; 

As being ſure, when onceT leauethe light, 

To render me the greateſt wretch on thcarth. 
O happicſt IT inthearth, if in the fields, 

I might ſtill ſee the lightand neuer ſleepe, 

Drinking ſalt teares, and making ſtones my bed. 
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We I behold that face for whichI pin'd, 

And did my ſelfe ſo long in vaine annoy, 

« My toung notable to vntfold my ioy, 

A wondring ſilence onely ſhewes my mind: 

But when againethou doſt extend thy rigour, 

And wilt not daigne to grace me with thy ſ1ght, 

Thou kilſt my comfort, and lo ſpoilt my might, 

Thatſcarce my corps retaines the vitall vigour. 

Thy preſence thus a great contentment brings, 

And is my ſouls ineſtimable treaſure: 

4 But 0, Idrowne in th Occan of diſpleaſure, 

= WhenT in abſence thinke vpon thoſe things. 
Thus would to God thatI had ſeenethee neuer, 


Or would to God thatT might ſce thee euer, 
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Son.38, 


M* teares mightall the parched ſands have drench'd, 
Though Phaeton had vndone the liquide frame: 
Ile turniſh Y#lcans fornace with a flame, 
That like the Yeats fire was ncuer quench d. 
And though thinfected aireturmoil'd remaine, 
Itby my ſighes and cries may beretind: 
Anditthe bodicanſ{wer to the mind, 
It nocarth were, mine might make th carth againe: 
Thoughall the ſauage flockes lay dead in heapes, 
With which th'i_Arabran delarts are beſt ſtor'd, 
My breſt might many a fiercer beaſt affoord, 
Iflike themſclues all cloath'd with monſtrous ſhapes: 
And thus within my feltcI create ſo, 
A world with all the Elements of wo. 


Jon. 39. 


VitI attendan ynrelenting will, 
Which neuerany ſigneof fauourſhew? 
Ah, why ſhould'ſtthou _{#r074 thus purſue 
An innocent, that neuer did thee ill : 4 
I did not with the Grecke conſpire to kill 
Thy :onne, forwhom thou ſhed'ſt ſuch ouds of dew: 
But I as one that yet his deſtine rue, 
For to condole with thee, huge tcares diſtill, 
Andlike the louing birds that came each yeare, 
Vpon his tombe to offer vp their bloud- 
So ſhall I too powre foorth askarlet floud, 
And facrifizea heart thatholds thee deare: 
That ſince my life to makethee loue lackes force, 
Atlcaſtmy death may moue theeto remorce, 
- F 2 £0.40, 
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Jon. 4-0. 


"Hy cruclties (ficrce Faire)may be excus d: 

For it was I that gaue thy beautie powie, 
Andtaughtthee when to ſmile, and when to lowre, 
Which tou haſt ſince ſtill to my ruine vs d: 

As hethat others purpos d wasto pine, 
And for his braſen bull a euerdon claim'd, 
Was torturd firſt with that which he had fram'd, 
Andmade ti experience of his curſt engine: 
So in this manner doſt thou me torment, 
Who told thee firſt the force of thy diſdaines: 
But ah, I ſuffer many greater paines, 
Then the S/c:lhrantyrants could invent: 
And yet this grieues me moſt that thou dilgrac'd, 
Artin the rancke with ſuch like tyrants plaC'd. 


Jon. 41, 


> T* that ſo many braue menleauing Greece, 
Durſt earſt aduenter through the raging depth, 
Andall to get the ſpoiles of a poore ſheepe, 
Taathad bene famous for his golden fleece. 
O tnen for that pure gold what ſhould be ſought, 
Ot which each haireis worth a thouſand ſuch ! 
No doubt foritone cannot dotoo much. 
Why ſhould not precious things be dearely bought? 
And fo they are, for in the Colchikguile, 
This treaſure many a danger doth defend: 
Ot which, whenT have brought ſomeone to end, | 
Straight out of that a number doth ariſe: 
Euenas the Dragons teeth bred men atarmes, 
Waich (ab) rorcthrow, I want Medezs charmes. 
$0.42 
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OF with that mirror would I change my ſhape, 

From which my Faire askes counſel! euery day, 

How (he th'vntainted beauties ſhould array, 

Toth'cnd their fierce affaults no ſovle may {cape. 

Then in my bolomeT behoou'd rimbrace 

That which I loue, and whilſt on me ſhe gaz'd, 

In her ſweet eyes I many a timeamaz d, 

Would woo my ſelte,and borrow thence a grace. 

But ah, I ſeeke that which I haue,and more, 

She but too oft in me her picture ſpics, 

AndlI but gazetoo oft on thoſe faire eyes, 

Whence I the humor draw that makes mine ſore. 
Well may my loue come glaſſc her ſelfe in me, 
In whom all whatſhe is, the world may ſee. 


Sn. 43: 


Ne” when the Syres (ings, as one diſmaid, 
[ {traight with waxe begin to ſtop mine eares; 
And when the Crocadile doth ſhed foorth teares, 
I flic away, for feare to be betraid. 
I know when as thouſeem'ſt to waile my ſtate, 
Thy face isno true table of thy mind: 
And thou wouldſt neuer ſhew thy ſelfe ſo kind, 
Wertnot thy thoughts are hatching ſome deceit: 
pF Whilſt with vaine hopes thou got about to fill me, 
I wot whereto thoſe drams of fauour tend; 
Leſt by my death thy cruelties ſhould end, 
| Thou thinkt by giuing life againe to kill me: 
No, no, thou ſhalt not thus thy greatneſle raiſe, 
Ile breake the trumpet that proclaim'd thy praiſe. 
F 


3 S00.44. 


—_—_— 


a 


muſt beour treaſure: 
SICAterioy can one alpire 


2 


th deſire 


Yon. 4.5. 


I Wonder notat Procy;; 
Whowas aftraid of th | 


ad rear'd a Trophee toth 
ot mindfull of hj 


ut am glad itch 
Leaſt I had par 


S.4 6. 


AV RORA, 
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SL ue ſwore hy Styx whilſt all the depths did tremble, 
That he would beaueng'd of my proud hart, 
Who to his Deirie durſt baſe ſtyles impart, 
And would in that Zatona'simpe reſemble: 
Then ſtraight denounc'd his rebcll, in a rage 
Helabour'd by all meanes for to betray me, 
And gauefullleaue to any fortoſlay me, 
That he might by my wracke his wrath aflwage: 
A Nymph that Jong'd to finiſh Cupids toyles, 
Chanc'd once toſpic me come in beauties bounds, 
And ſtraight orethrew me with world of wounds , 
Then vnto Paphos did tranſport my ſpoiles. 

Thus, thus I ſee,thatall muſt fall-in end, 

That with agreater then themſelues contend. 


Song 7. 


Atorgft the borders of a pleaſant plaine, **'? 

Theſad CAlexzs did his garments teare, 

And though alone, yet fearing to beplaine, 

Did maime his words with many a ſigh and teare: 
For whilit helean'd him downe vpona greene, 
His wounds againe began for to grow greene. 

Atlaſtin ſhow as onewhoſe hopes were light, 

From fainting breath he forc'd thoſe words to part: 

O deare © Aurora, dearer then the light, 

Of all the worlds delights mine onely part: 

How long (hall Tin barren fields thus eare, 
Whilt ro my fad laments thou lend'{tno care! 
O whata rage doth boyle in cuery vaine, 
Which thewes the world my better part's notſound: 


And 
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And yet thou letſt me ſpend thoſe plaints in vaine, 

Tamazerhe world with many a mourntfull ſound : 
And whilſt that I togriete enlarge the raines, 
Aſhoure of forrow ore my viſage raines. 

Ah, what haucI whereon my hopes to found, 

That hop'd rhaue had repoſe within thine arme, 

Yer haucnot any ſigne of fauour found, 

Thy marble mind ſuch frozen fancies arme: 

_ Forwheninhumble ſort forgracel pray, 
Thou triumph'ſt ore me,as thy beantics pray. 

I that tranſported once was neare gone wood, 

Now with long trauels growing faint and leane, 

Whileas I wander through the defart wood, 

My wearied bodie on cach tree mult leane: 
And whilſt my heart is with ſtrange Harpres rent, 
I pay to ſorrow the accuſtom rent. 

And whilſt I wander like the wounded Deere, 

T hat ſcekes for Didamne to recure his (carre, 

And come to thee whom IThold onely deere, 

Thou doſt (fierce Faire) at my diſaſter ſcarre : 
And mak'ſt me from all kind of comfortbarr'd, 
Liuec in the deſerts like a raging Bard. 

Ah,be there now no meanes t'vndothe band, 

That thou,haſt tram'd of thoſe thy golden lockes ! 

Ilerange my fancies in a deſperate band, 

And burſt aſunderall thy beauties lockes: 
Then to thy breſt thoſe firie troupes will lead, 
There from about thy heart to melt the lead. 

But ah, I boaſt invaine, this cannot be, 

Althoughiny ſclfeto many ſhapes I turne: 

I onely labour like the reſtleſſe Bee, 

That toylcs in vaineto ſerueanothers turne. 


My hopes which once wing d with thy tauours roſe, 


Are falling now,as dath the blaſted role, 


That 
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That thoſe my torments cannotlong time laſt, 

In my declining eyes the world may reace, 

Lo wounded with thy pride I fall atlaſt, 

As dothbeforethe winds abeaten reed: 

| And this my death with ſhame thy cheekes may die, 


| Since ſacrific'd tothy difdaine I dic. 
Jon. 47. 


Na whales I heare ſome gallants to giue forth, 
That thoſe whom they adoreare onely faire, 
With whom they thinke none other can compare; 
The beautic of beautic,and the height of worth, 
Then Icalouſic dothall my ioyes controule, 
For 01 thinke,who can accompliſh be, 
(There is no Sunne but one)ſaue onely ſhe 
**  WhomlT hauemadethe idolcof my ſoule; 

And this ſuſpition wounds my better parts: 

I rage to haue a riuall in my light, 

And yet would rage farre more,ifany might 
' Giuc her their eycs,and yet hold backe their hearts; 
Toogreataftecion doth thoſe paſſions moue, 
I may not truſt my ſhadow with my loue. 


J0n.4.8. 


Henas I cometo thy reſpected fight, 
Thy lookes areall ſo chaſt,thy words ſo graue, 
 / That my affections do the foile receaue, 
w And like to darknes yeeld vnto the light; 
| Still vertue holds the ballance of thy wir, 
In which greatreaſon ponders cuery thought, 
And thou deare Ladie neuer ſtaindin ought, 
| Thus orc thy ſelfe doſt as an Empreſleſir. 
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O what is beautic if not free from blame, 
It haue the ſoule as white as is the skinne, 
The froth of vanitice,the dregs of l1nne, 
A wracke to others, to it {cltc a ſhame; 
And asit is moſt prectous 11 t kept pure, | 
It is as much abhorr dit once1mpute. 


Song S. 


\AVGR ſilencelulsthe worldaſleepe, 
And ſtarres doglancein th Azure field, 
The mountaines making ſhadowes ore the plaines, 
All creatures then betake themſclues to reſt, 
, And to thelaw of nature yeeld, 
| SaueI,who no good order keepe, 
| Thatthen begin to feele my paincs; 
For in the Zodiacke of my breſt, 
TheSunnethat I adore her light reutwes, 
Whilſt wearied Phebs in the Ocean diues. 

The worlds cleare day was night to me, 
Who ſeem'd aflceepe ſtill in a rrance, 
Andall my words were ſpoken through a dreame: 
But then when thearth puts on th vmbragious maske, 
My paſſions do themſclues aduance, 
And from thoſe outward lets ſet free, 
That had thein eafſt reſtrain'd with ſhame, 
Dofet me to my wofull taske: 
Then from the night her priuiledge I take, 
Andin dilpight of Aorphens] will wake. 

But ſtraight the Sunne that giues melight, 
With many duskiſh vapors cled, 
Doth ſeeme to boaſt me with 4M feareful ſtorme, 
And whilſt I gaze vpon the glorious beames, 
To metamorphos d1n my bed, 


I loſe 


FO me... 


AVRORA. 
I loſe at once my ſhapher ſight, 


And taking onanother forme, 

Amall diſlolu'd in bitter ſtreames, 

Where many monſters bathe themſclucs anone, 

Ae which (trange (tght the Faunes and Satyres mone. 
But whilſtI {ecke mo ſprings ratſemble, 

My waters are dridevpagaine, 

And as the mightie Giant that 7ove tames: 

I wotnot whetherit thundred or thundring, 

Againſt the heau'ns ſmokes forth difdaine, 

And makes mount Xtra tremble. 

So 1 ſend forth a flood of flames, 

Which makes the world for to ſtand wondring, 

And neucr did the Lemnian fornace burne, 

As then my breſt, whilſt all to fireI turne. 
Atlaſtnoconſtancie below, 

Thus plaguedin two diuers ſhapes, 

Im turn'd into my ſelte,and then I quake, 

For this I haue by proote found worſt of all: 

Then do my hopes fall dead in heapes, 

And to baueng'd of their ouerthrow, 

Strange troupes of thoughts their muſters make, 

Which toſle my fancic like a ball: 

Thus one miſhap doth come as thother's paſt, 

Anditill the greateſt croſle comes cuer laſt. 
Totell the ſtarres my nightI paſle, 

And much conclude,yet queſtions doariſe; 

I harrengues make though dumbe,and ſee though blind, 

And thoughalone, am hem'd about with bands: 

I build great caſtels in the skics, 

Whoſe tenderturrets but of glaſle, 

Are ſtraight orcturn'd with euery wind, 

Andreardand raz'd, yet without hands. 

l inthis ſtate ſtrange miſcrics dete, 
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A nd more deuiſe then thouſands can effec. 
My Sunne whilſt thus I ſtand perplex'd, 
Thedarkneſle dotÞ 1gaine controule, 
| AndthenlT gaze vpon that diuine grace, 
Which as that I had view'd Medsſaeshead, 
Transform'd mc oncezand my fad {oule, 
That chus hath beneſo ſtrangely vext, 
Doth from herſcate thoſe troubles chaſc, 
The which before diſpaire had made, 
Andall herpow'r vpon contentment feeds, 
No toy to that which after wo ſucceeds. 
And yet thoſe daintics of my toyes, 
Are ſtill confe&ed with ſome feares, 
 Thatwellaccuſtom'd with my cruell fate, 
Canneuertruſt the gift that th'enemie giues, 
And onely th'end true witneſle beares: 
For whilſt my ſoule her pow'r imployes, 
To ſurfet inthis happic ſtate, 
The heau'nagaine my wracke contriues, 
Andthe worlds Sunne enuying this of mine, 
Todarken my loues world begins to ſhine. ( 


$on.49. 


Thinke that C:prz ina high diſdaine, 
Barrd by the barb'rous Turkes that conquer ſeate, 
Tore-erect the ruines of her ſtate, 
Comes ore their bounds teſtabliſh beauties raigne 
And whil(t her greatnefle doth begin toriſe, 
__ » As {daining temples built of baſer frame, 
Shein thoſe roſie ſnowes tenſtall her name, 
/ Reares ſtately altars in thy ſtarrie eyes, 
Before whole ſacred ſhrine deuinely faire, 
Breſts boyling ſtill with generous deſires, 


= Fall 


( 


nf 
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Fall ſacrific'd with memorable fires; 

The incenſe of whole ſighes endeers the aire, 
In which thy fame vnparagond doth flee, 
Whilſt thou by beautic,beauric liues by thee. 


$9.50. 


Nce Cupid had compaſſion of my ſtate, 
And wounded with a wonderfull remorce, 
Vow'(d that he would my cruell faire enforce, 
To meltthe rigor of her cold conceit: 
But when he came his purpoſe to fulfill, 
And ſhot ather avolly from theskies, 
She did receiue the darts within her eyes; 
Then in thoſecriſtall quiuers kept them ſtill. 
Who vaunt before they win,oft loſe thegame; 
And the preſumptuous mind gets manicſt foiles. 
Lo hethatthoughtthaue triumph ore her ſpoiles, 
But come with pride,and went away with ſhame: 
And where he hop d rhaue helpd me by this ſtrife, 
He brought her armes wherewith to take my lite. 


Fon. 51. 


I Dream d,the Nymph that ore my fancie raignes, 
Cametoa part whereas I paus'd alone; 

Then faid, what needs you in ſuch ſort to mone? 
Haue I not power to recompence your paines? 

LolI coniure you by that loyall loue, 

Which you profeſle, to caſtthoſe griefes apart, 

Irs long deareloueſince that you had my hart, 

Yer I was coy your conſtancie to proue, 

But hauing hada proofe, Ile now befree: 


I am the Eccho that your ſighes reſounds, 
GS * | Your 
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Yourwocsare mine, ſufferin your wounds, 
Your paſſions all they { mpathizein me: 
Thus whilſt for Linda efle both began to weepe, 
My happineſle cuaniſh'd with the fleepe. 


Jon. 52. 


Ome men delight huge buildings to behold, 

Some theaters, mountaines, foods, and famous ſprings; 
Some monuments of Monarkes, and ſuch things 
Asin the bookes of fame haue beneinrol'd: 

Thole ſtately townes that to the ſtarres wererais'd, 
Some would their ruines ſee (their beautie's -one) 


Of which the worlds three parts,cach boſts of one, 


For Ceſar, Hanniball,and Hettor prais'd: 

Though none of thoſe .lloueaſightas rare, 

Euen her that ore my lie as Queenedoth lr, 

Tuno in maieſtic, Pallas in wit; 

As Phebe chaſt.then Venus farre more faire: \ 
And tough her lookes euen threaten death tome. 
Their threatnings are ſo ſiveetI cannot flie, 


$0.53. 


F novy cleare Po, that pittie be not ſpent, 

Which for to quench his flames did once thee moue, 
Whom the great thunderer thundred from aboue, 
And to thy filuerboſome burning ſent, 

To pitie his coequall be content; 

Thatin effe&t doth the like fortune prouc, 

Throwne headlone from the higheſt heau'ns of loue: 
Here burning on thy borders I lament, 

The ſucceſſe didnot ſecond my difligne, 


Yet mult I like my generous intent, 


Which 
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Which cannot be condemn'd bythe event, 

That fault was fortunes,though the loſſe be mine; 
And by my fall I ſhall be honor oft, 
My fall doth witneſle I was once aloft, 


Sn. 54. 


Reat God that guides the Dolphin through the deepe, 
Looke now as thou didſt then with ſmiling grace, 
When ſecking once her beauties toembrace, 
Thou torc'd the faire Amimoneto weepe: 
Theliquid monarchie thou canſt not kcepe, 
If thus the bluſtring God yſurp thy place; 
Riſe and againſt his blaſts erect thy tace; 
Let Tritons trumpet ſound the ſcas afleepe, 
With thine owne armes the wind thy boſome wounds, 
And whilſt thatit thy followers fall contriues, 
Thy Trident to indanger dayly ftriues, 
And deſolate would render all thy bounds: 
Then if thou think for to preſerue thy ſtate, 
Let not ſuch ſtormes diſturb thy watrie ſeate. 


Son.55. 


| Enuie Neptune oft,not that his hands 

Did build thatloftie Ilions ſtately towers, 
Northat hz Emperourofthe liquid pow's, 

Doth brookeaplace amongſt the immorrall bands, 
But that embracing her whom I loue beſt, 

As CAchilow with Alcides once, 

Still wreſtling with the riuall earth he grones, 

For earneſtnes touerflow her happte neſt: 

Thus would he barre me from her preſence ſtill, 


For when I comeaficld, he faun'd my failes, 
With 


NW 
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With mild Zephzres faire yet proſprous gailes, 
Andlike rtyſſes gaue me windat will: 

But when Iwould returne,O what deceit 

With tumbling waues thou barr'{t the glaſſte gate! 


Yon. 56. 


He reutuing my diſaſtrous ſtile, 
Iproſecutethe tenor of my-fate, 
And follow forth at dangers higheſt rate, 
In forraine Realmes my fortune fora while: 
I might hauclearn'd thisby my laſt exile, 
That change of countries cannot change my ſtate: 
Where euer that my bodie ſecke a ſeat, 
I leaue my heartin Albions glorious ylez 
Andincethen baniſht from a louely light, 
I maried haue my mind to ſad conceits, 
Though tothe furtheſt part that fame dilates, 
I mighton Pegaſws addreffe my flight, 
Yetſhould I ſtill whilſt Imight breath or moue, 
Remaine the monſter of miſhap andloue. 


Sonet. 57. 


TR: th'Apenin ſeems cloth'd with ſnows to vaunt, 
As 1f that their pure white all hues did ſtaine, 

I match them with thy matchleſle faire againe, 
VVhoſelillies hauealuſter,that they want: 

But when ſomedie,train'd witha pleaſant ſhow, 

In their plaine-ſceming depths,as many do, 

ThenlI remember how CAuroratoo, 

VVith louely rigor thouſands doth orethrow, 

Thus 1s it fatall by theffe&s we know, 

That bcautic muſt do harme,more then delight: 


For 


| 

| 
| 
| 
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For lo the ſnow,the whiteſt of the white, 
Comes from the clouds, engender yce below: 
So ſhe with whom for beautie none compares, 
From clouds of cold diſdaine,raines downe deſpaires. 


JSonet. 58. 


_ not,my Faire,that euerany chaunce 

So ſhake the reſolutions of my mind, 
Thatlike Demophen changing with the wind, 

| I thy fames rent not labor toenhaunce: 

| The ring which thou in ſ1gne of fauourgaue, 

Shall from fine gold transtorme it ſelfe in glafſe: 

The Diamond which then ſo ſolid was, 

Soft like the waxe,cach image ſhall receiue: 

Firſt ſhall each river turne vnto the ſpring, 

The talleſt Oke ſtand trembling like a reed, 

Hartsin the aire, Whales on the mountaines feed, 

And foule confuſtons ſeaze on euery thing, 

Before that I begin to change in ought, 

(& Or on another but beſtow one thought. 


Son. 59. 


— 


V Va. euery youth to entertaine his loue, 

Did ſtraine his wits as farreasthey might reach, 
And arming paſſions with a pow rfull ſpeach, 
Videcach pathericke phraſe that ſeru'd to moue: 

4 Then to ſome corner ſtill retir'd alone, 
þ I, whom melancholly from mirth did leade, 


As having view'd Meduſaes ſnakie head, 
Seem d metamorphos'd ina marble ſtone: 
| Andas that wretched mirrour of miſchiefe, 


| Whom carſt Apolls ſpoil'd, doth ſtill ſhed teares, 
4 H And 
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And ina ſtone the badge of ſorrow bearcs, 

While as a humid vapor thewes her oricfe: 
So whilſt transform'd as in a ſtone I ſtay, 
A firic ſmoke doth blow my ericte away, 


Son.60. 


He heauens beheld thatall men did deſpiſe, 
That which the owner from the graue acquites, 
Thartſicepe,the belly,and ſome baſe dclights, 
Had baniſh'd yertue from beneath the ckies: 
Which to rhe world againe forto reſtore, 

, The gods did one of theirsto th'carth ransferre, 
And with as many bleſſings following her, YC 
- carſt Pandora kept of plagues in ſtore. 

Shefince the came within this wretched vale, 
Doth in each mindaloueofgloric breed; 
Bectering the better parts that haue moſt need, 
And heweshow wor Idlings to the clouds may (cale: 
Sheclearcs the world, but ah hath darkned me, 


\ Aade blind by hcr .my ſelfe I cannot ſee. 
Son. 51 


EJ0 Jiv 100g inaill beſtow my-time in vaine, 
EL14ndfoundthe praiſcs of that ſpitefull boy; 
\Vno wilt that I forhim my paines imploy, 
Dotheuverdon me with bondage and diſdaine? 
O.,but for this I muſt his glorie raiſe, 

Since one thats worthie triumphs of my fall, 

\Whcre great mcn ofttoluch have bene madethrall, 
Whoſe birth was baſe \vhoſc beautic without oraiſe. 
And yetin this his hatred doth appcare, 

For otherwiſe I might wy loflercpair?, 


But 
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But being as ſhe is exceeding faire, 

I'm forc'd to hold one that's vngratetull deare: 
Theſe euerchanging thoughts which nought can bind, 
May well beare witnefle ofa troubied mind, 


Jon. 62. 


AVG as the Sunne doth drinke vp all the ſtreames, 
And with a feruent heate the flowres doth kill; 


Theſhadow ofa wood,or ofa hill, 

Doth ſerue vs for a targe againſt his beames: 

Butah, thoſeeyes that burne me with defire, 

And ſecke to parch the ſubſtance of my ſoulc, 

The ardour of their rayes for to controule, 

I wot not where my lelfe for to retire : 

Twixt them and me, to haue procurd ſome eaſe, 

Tinterpos'd the ſeas, woods, hils,and riuers; 

And yetam of thoſe neuer empried quiuets, 

Theobiect ſtill, and burne, be wherel pleaſe: 
But of the cauſe I need notfor ro doubr, 
Within my breſtI bearethe fire abour. 


Son. 63 . 


Of: haueI heard,which now I muſt deny, 

Thatnought can laft if that it be extreame; 
Times dayly change,and welikewiſcin them, 
Things out of fight do ſtraight torgotten die: 
There is nothing more vehement then ſoue, 
And yet I burne,and burne ſtill with one flame. 
Times oft haue changd,yet I remaine the ſame, 
Nought from my mind her image can remoue: 
The greatneſle of my loue aſpires to ruth, 


Time vowes tocrowne my conſtancie in th'end, 
H 2 And 
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And abſence doth my fancies but extend, 

Thus Ipercetue the Poet ſpake the truth, 
That who to ſce ſtrange countries wereinclind, 
Might change thc aire, but ncuer change the mind. 


Son.64. 


Wot not what ſtrange things I have defign'd, 
But all my geſtures do prefage nogood; 
My lookes are gaſtly-like,thoughts are my food, | 
A ſilent pauſing ſhewes my troubled mind: 
Huge hoſts of thoughts are muſtring in my breſt, 
Whole ſtrongeſt are e conducted by deſpaire, 2 
Which haue inuolu'd my hopes in ſuch a ſnare, 
ThatTIby death would ic ck an endles reſt, 
What Furic in my breſt ſtrange cares enroules, 
And in the ſame would reare ſterne Plutoes (eate! 
Go-get you henceto the Tartarian gate, 
And breed ſuch terrors inthe damned ſoules: 
Too many grieuous plagues my ſtate extorſe, 
Though apprehended hotrors boſt not worſe, 


SONG 7. 


Memorable day,that chanc q to ſee 
A world of louing wonders ſtrangely wrought, 
Deepe in my breſt engrau 'd by manyathought, 
Thou ſhalt be celebrated ſtill by me: 
Andifthat PhzbsTo benigne will be, 
That happie happte place, 
Whereas that diuine face 
Did diſtribute ſuch grace, 
By pilgrims once as ſacred ſhall be ſought. 
When ſhe whom Ia long time haucaffeRed, 


Amongſt 
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Amoneſt the lowres went forth to take the aire, 
They being proudoft ſuch a gueſts repaire, 
Though by her garments diuers times deiccted, 
Togaze on heragaine themſclueserected; 


Then ſoftly ſeem'd to ſay: 

O happie we this day; 

Our worthlcſle dew it may, 

Waſhing her feete with Near now compare. 

The Roſes did the roſie hue enuy, 

| Ot thoſe ſivect lips that did the Bees deceaue, 

| That colour oft the Lillies wiſh'd to haue. 
Which did the Alablaſterpiller dic, 
On which all beauties glorie did rely, 
Her breath ſo ſweetly {mel} d, 
The Violets as cxcell d, 
Tolooke downe were compelld; 
And ſo confeſt what foile they did receaue. 
I heard atleſt,loue made itſoappeare, 
The fethered flockes her praiſes did proclaime: 

| She whom the tyrant Teres put to thame, 

: Did leaue {ad plaints,and learnd to praiſe my deare: 
Toioyne with her ſweet breath the winds drew neare; 


They were in loue no doubt, 
For circling her abour, 


Their fancics burſted out, 
Whilſt all their ſounds ſeem'd but to ſound her name. 


There I mine eyes with pleaſant ſ1ghes did cloy, 
Whoſe ſcuerall parts in vaine I ſtriuet'vnfold; 
My faire was fairer many a thouſand fold 

> Then7ernus,whenſhe wood the baſhfull boy: 

k This I remember both with gricte and toy, 

F Each of her lookesa dart, 

Might well hauekill'd a hart: 


G Mine from my breſt did part, 
k | H 3 And 
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And thenceretir'dit to aſiveeter hold. 
Whilſt in her boſome whiles ſhe plac'da flowre, 
Straight ofthe ſame I enuy would the caſe, 
And wilh'd my handa flowre thaue tound like grace; 
Thcn when on her it rain'd ſome hapning howre, 
I with'dlike 7oze thaue falne downe in aſhowre: 

C But when the flowres the ſpred, 
To make her felteabed, 
And with her gownethem cled, 
A thouſand times I wiſh'd rhauc had their place. } 
Thus whilſt that (enfleſſe things that blifſe attain'd, 
Which vnto me good tuſtice would adiudge, 
Bchind alittle buth (O poorerefuge) | 
Fed with hcrtace,I Lizard-like remain'd: 
Then from her eyes ſo {weeta poiſon rain'd, 
Thatgladly drinking death, 
I was not moud to wrath, 
Though like thaveloſt my breath, 
Drown'd with the ſtreames of that moſt ſivect deluge. 
And might that happinefle continue ſtill, 
Which did content me with fo pleaſant ſights, 3 
My ſoule then rauiſh'd with moſt rare delights, 
With Ambroſteand NectarI might fill: 
VVhichal I teare,] ſurteiting would kill. | 
V Vho would leaucoff to thinke, | 
To moue,to breath,or winke, 
Bur ncuer irketo drinke 
The ſugred liquor that tranſports my ſprites: 


Son.65. 
M Y facethe colours whil-s of death diſplayes, 


_ *Andiwhoat my wretched ſtate repine, 
This morraall vaile would willingly reſigne, 


And 
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| And end my dole together with my dayes; 


But Cupid whom my danger muſt diſmayes, 

As loth toloſe one that decores his ſhrine, 
Straight in my breſt doth make TA nrora ſhine, 
And by this {tratageme my dying ſtayes. 

Then in minecares he ſounds th Angelike voice, 
And to my ſightpreſents the beauteous face, 
And cals to mind that morethen divine grace, 

| VVhich made me firſt for to confirme my choice: 
AndI whoall thoſe flights haue oft perceiu'd, 
Yetthus content my ſe!te to be decciu'd. 


Jonet. 66. 


B. COO getthee heart from hence, for thou haſt prou'd 
The hatefull traitor that procurd my fall, 

H. May I not yet once fatisfic forall, 

V Vhole loyaltic may make thee to be lou'd? 

B, Ile neuer truſt one that hath once betraid me: 

For oncea traitor,and then neuer true, 


ee IT 
« *® 
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t' MH. Yctwould my wracke but make thee firſttorue, 
”*_ ; : : 

I That could truſt none if thou hadſt once diſmaid me. 
| B. How eucr others make me for to ſmart, 

t I ſcorne to hauean enemie in my breit. 


2 H.VVell,ifthat thou ſpoile meIle ſpoile thy reſt, 
VVantlI a bodie,thou ſhalt wanta heart: 
Thus do th'vnhappie ſtill augment their harmes, 
Andthou haſtkildthy ſelte with thine owne armes. 


Son. 67. 


A. Hat art thou, in ſuch ſort that wailſt thy fall, 
vV - 


And comes ſurcharg'd with an exceſſive griefe? 


And 


H. A wofull wretch,that comes to craue releete, 
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And was his heart that now hath none at all, 
A. Why doſt thou thus go me vnfold thy ſtate, 
' As if with thy miſhaps I would imbroile me, 
H.Becauſe the louc I barc to you did ſpoile me, 
And was the inſtrument of my hard fate: 
A.Anddare fo baſea wretch fo high aſpire, 

As tor to pleade for intereſt in my grace? 

Go getthce hence;or if thou do not ceaſe, 

I yow to burnethee witha greater fire: 


H.Ah,ah,this great vnkindnes ſtops my breath, 


Since thoſe that Lloue belt procure my death. 


HJ0n.68. 


Hope,TI teare, reſolu'd,and yet I doubt, 
_ 4['mcoldas yce,and yetI burneas fire; 

I wotnot what,and yetI much deſire, 
Andtrembling too, am deſperatly ſtout: 
Though melancholious wonders I deuiſe, 
And compaſſe much,yetnothing can embraces 
And walke oreall,yet ſtand ſtillin one place, 
And bound on thcarth,do ſoare aboue the skies: 
I beg tor lite,and yetI bray for death, 

And hauca mightie courage, yet diſpaire; 

I euer muſe, yetam withourall care, 

And ſhout aloud, yetneuer ſtraine my breath: 
I changeas oft as any wind can do, 
Yet forall this am euer conſtant too, 


J0n.69. 


| 


SA wonder though my count nance be not bright, 


And that I lookeas one with clouds inclos'd?- 


A great part of th'carth is interpos'd 


Betwixt 


Betwixt the Sunneand me that giues me light: 
Ah (ſince ſequeſtred from that diuineface) 
TI find my ſelte moreſluggithly diſpos'd: 
' Norwhilſton that clearepatterne I repos d, 
| Thatput my inwarddarkneſleto the flighr. 
' No more then can the Sunne ſhine withour beames, 
Can ſhe vnacompas'd with her vertues liue, 
Which to the worldan euidence do giue 
Of that rare worth which many a mouth proclaimes: 
| And which ſometime did purifie my mind, 


- 


That by the want thereof is now made blind. 
| --0 $0.70. 


Q me gallant ſprites whoſe waies none yet dare trace, 
To ſhew the world the wonders of their wit, 

: Did( as their toſſed fancies thought moſt fir) 

' Formerare /deasof adiuine face. 

Yet neuer Artto that true worth attain'd, 

Which Naturenow growne prodigall, imparts 


; 
' To one, deare one, whole ſacred ſeucrall parts, 

' Are more admird then all that Poets fain'd. 
" Thoſe bordring climes that boaſt of beauties ſhrine, 


If once thy {1ght enrich'd their ſoiles (my loue: 
Then all with one conſentbehou'd rapprouc, 
That Ca/zdon doth beauties beſt confine. 

Butah, the heau'n on this my ruine ſounds, 

The more her worth,the deeper are my wounds, 


Son. 71. 


þÞ9- eyes thataredeliuerd of their birth, 
And hearts that can complaine; none needs to care: 


I pitie not their ſighes that pierce the ayre, 
I To 
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To weepe at will wereadegreeof mirth: 
But he (ay me) isto be pitied moſt, 
Whoſe ſorrowes haue attain'd to that degree, 
Tharthey are paſt expreſſing, and can be 
Onely imagind by a man that's loft, 
The teares that would burſt out yetare reſtrain'd, 
Thimpriſon'd plaints that periſh without fame, 
Sighs formd and ſmootherd ere they gcta name, 
Thoſeto be piticdare (0 griefe vnfain'd) 
Whilſt {ſighes the voice, the voice the ſighs confounds, 
Then teares marre both, and all are outot bounds. 


Son. 72, | 


My Deſire, if thou tookſt time to marke, 
When I againſt my will thy {ight forſooke- 
_ How thatmineeyes with many an carneſt looke, | 
Didin thy beauties depth themſclues embarke : 
And when our lippes did ſeale thelaſt farewell, 
How loth were mine from thoſe delights to parr. 
For what was purposd by the panting heart, 
My toung cleau'd to the throat,and could not tell. 
Then when to ſorrow I the raines enlarg d, 
Whilſt being fpoil'd of comfortand of might, 
As forc'd for to forgo thy beauties light, 
Otburning ſ1ghsa volleyI diſcharg'd: 
No doubt then when thou ſpid'ſt what I dtd prone, 
Thou faidſt within thy ſelfe, This ar doth owe. 


Maar. Ze | 


Þ Eheld'itchou melooke backe at our goodnight; 
O no goodnight, 
Dilmall, obſcure and blacke : 


Mine 


Mine eyes then intheir language ſpake, 
And would haue thus complain'd: 

Thou leau'ſt the hart, makes vs depart; 
Curſt is our part, 

And hard to be ſuſtain'd. 

| O happic heait that was retaind : 

Alas, to leaue vs too, thereis no Art: 

Itin her boſome now ſhould nightly ſleepe, 
And wecxil'd, ſtill for her abſence weepe. 


S0n.73. 
AVG whiles thy daintie hand doth crofſe my light, 


Itſeemesan yuorie table for Loues ſtorie, 
On which thiimpearled pillars, beauties glorie , 
Arercard betwixt the Sunne and my weake {1ght. 
Though this would great humanitie appeare, 
Which foralitle while my flame allayes, 
And faues me vnconſum'd with beauties rayes, 
I rather die, then buy my life ſo deare. 
& Oft haueIwiſh'd whilſt inthis ſtate I was, 
L That th Alablaſter bulwarke might tranſpare, 
And thatthe pillarsrarer then they are, 
: Might whiles permit ſome hapning rayes to paſlc: 
But if Eclips'd thy beauties Sunne muſt ſtand, 
Then beit with the moone of thine owne hand. 
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( 
» ] 2 in my Fairecach ofthe Planets raignes : 
She is as Satzrne, cuergrauc and wile, 
Andas 1ones thunderbolts, her thundring eyes 
Do plaguethe prideof men with endleſl paines: 
Her voyce is asApollo's, andher head | 
| I 2 Is 
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Is cuer garniſh'd with his golden beames, 
And © her heart, which ncuer fancie tamcs: 
More fierce then Mars makes thouſands to lie dead. 
From Mercureher eloquence proceeds, 
Of rYenrwus the the{weetneſle doth retaine, 
Her face ſtill full doth Phebe'slightneſle (taine, 
Whom likewiſe ſhe in Chaſtitie exceeds. 
No wonder then though this in me doth moue, 
Toſuch adiuineſoule, a diuine loue. 


Jon. 75. 


M' faithtull thoughts no dutie do out; 

Burt being fraughted with moſt zealous Cares, 
Arceuer buſted tor my loues affaires, 
And in my breſt as Senators do ſit, 
Tomy hearts famine yeelding pleaſant food. 
They ſugred fancies in my boſome breed, 
And would haue all ſo well for to ſucceed, 
That through exceſſive care they nought conclude - 
But ah, I fcare that their affeions tric 
In endlike th Apes, that whilſt he ſeekes to proue 
The powrefull motions of a parents louc , 
Doth oft embrace his young ones till they die: 

So to my heart my thoughts do cleaue ſo faſt, 
| | That 0, I teare they makeit burſt atlaſt. - 
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VW Hat fortune ſtrange', what ſtrange misfortune erſt 
Did tofſe me with a thouſand things in vaine, 

Whites ſad defpaires confounded did remaine? 

Whites all my hopes were to the winds giſperſt? 

Erected wailes, and whiles againe renuerſt: 


Whiles 
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Whiles nurc'd with ſmiles, whiles murther'd with diſdainc, 
Whiles borne alofr, whiles laid as Jow againe* 
And with what ſtate haue I not once bene verſt: 
But yer my conſtant mind which vertue binds, 
From the firſt courſe no new occurrence draws : 
Still like a rocke by ſea againſt the waues, 
Or like a hill by land againſt the winds: 
So all the world that viewes that whichT find, 
May damne my deſtinic, but not my mind. 
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I Long to ſce this Pilgrimage expire, 

That makes the eyes for to enuie themind, 

Whoſeſight with abſence cannot be confin'd, 

But warmes it ſelfe ſtill at thy beauties fire. 

Louein my boſome did thy imageſinke 

So deepely once, it cannot be worne out: 

Yetonce theeyes may haue their courſe abour, 

And ſee farre more, then now the mind can thinke. 

Ile once retire in time before I die, 

There where thou firſt my libertie didſt ſpoile: 

For otherwiſe dead ina forraine ſoile, 

Still with my ſelfe entomb'd my faith ſhall lie 
Nogno, Ilerather die once in thy ſight, 
Thenin this ſtate dic ten times in one night. 


S0Mm.78. . 


] hand my deare to come vpon aday, 
Whilft thou waſt butariſmg fromthy bed, 
And the warme ſnowes with comely garments cled, 
Morerich then glorious, and more fine then gay: 


Then bluſhing to be ſeeneinſucha caſe, 
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O how thy curled lockes minecyes did pleaſe, 

And well become thoſe waues, thy beauties ſcas, 

Woaich by thy haires were fram'd vpon thy face: 

Such was D/4n4 once when being ſpide 

By raſh _1@eox, ſhe was much commou'd : 

Yet more diſcreet then th'angrie goddefle [= 

Thou knew'ſt I came through error, not of pride: 
And thoughtthe woundsI got by thy ſweet ſight, 
Were too great ſcourges for a fault lo light. 
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I Saw my Louelike Cupids mother, - 
Her trefles ſporting with her face, 

Which being proud of ſuch a grace; 
Whiles kiſt th'one cheeke, and whiles the other: 
Hereyes glad ſucha meanes t'embrace, 
Whereby they might haue me betraid, 
Themſelues they inambuſhment laid, 
Behind the treaſures of her haire, 

And wounded meſo deadly there: 
That doubtlefſe I had dead remain'd, 
Were not the treaſon ſhe diſdain'd; 


Andwith her lippes ſweet balme my healthprocurd- 


I would be wounded oft to be ſocurd. 


Maar... 


© lay tor her face, I ſaw my Faire 
Did of her haires a ſhadow make: 
Orrather wandring hearts to take. 

She ſ{tented had thoſe ners of gold, 

Sure by this meanes all men tenſnare, 
Shc toſs d the ſtreamers with her breath, 


And 
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And ſeem'd to boaſta world with death: 
But when did the leight behold, 

I to the ſhadow did repaite, 

To flic the burning of thine eyes; 

O happic he, by ſuch aſleight that dies. 
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=— molt refreſhing waters come from rockes, 
Some bitter rootes oft ſend foorth dainticflowres, 
The growing greenesare cheriſhed with ſhowres, 
And pleaſant ſtemmes ſpring from deformed ſtockes: 
The hardeſt hils do feed the faireſt flockes: 
All greateſt ſweetes were {ugred firſt with ſowres, 
The headlefle courſeoft vncontrolled houres, 
Toall difhcultiesa way vnlockes. 
I hope to haue a heauen within thine armes, 
And quiet calmes when all theſe ſtormes are paſt, 
Which coming vnexpectedat the laſt, 
May burie in Obliuion by-gone harmes. 

To ſuffer firſt,to ſorrow, ſigh, and ſmart, 

Endeeres the conquelt ofa cruel] hart, 


Son. $0. 


WW Hen Loue ſpide death like to triumph ore me, 
That had beneſuch a pillar of his throne; 

Andthatall Aſc#lap:ims hopes were gone, 

Whoſe drugs hadnotthe force to ſet me free, 

He labour reduce the Fates decree, 

And thus beſpake the tyrant that ſpares none: 

Thou that waſtneuer mou'd with worldlings mone, 

* Toſauethis man for my requeſt agree: 


And I proteſtthat he (hall dearely buy 
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The (hortprolonging of a wretched life: 
For it thall be inuolu'd in ſuch a ſtrife, 
That he ſhall neuer lige, but euer die, 
O whatacruell kindnefle Cnp:d craud, 
Who for to kill me oft, my life once {aud. 
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FrhaucI vow d of nonetattend releete, 
Whole ardour was not equall vnto mine, 
Andin whoſe face there did notclearely ſhine, 
The very image of my inwardgreete: 
But ſo the deſt nies do my thoughts diſpoſe , 
I wot not whata fatall force ordaines, 
That I abaſe my elte to beare diſdaines, 
And honour one that ruines my repoſe. 
Oft haue I vow'dno more to be orethrowne, 
But (till retaining my affections free, : 
'To fancie none, but them that fancied me: 
ButnowT leemy will is not mine owne. 
Then ah, may you bewitch my 1udgement ſo, 
That I muſt loue, although my heart ſay no! 


Yon. $2. 


Rage to ſee ſome in the ſcroules of fame, 
Whoſe louers wits more rarethen their deſerts. 
Do make them prais'd tor many gallant parts, 

' Thewhich doth make themſclues to bluſh for ſhame: 
Where thou whom euen thine enemies cannot blame. 
Though famous in the center of all hearts; 

Yettothe world thy worth no pen imparts: 
Which 1uſtly might thoſe wrong-ſpent praiſes claime. 
But what vaine pen ſo fondly durſt aſpire, 


To 
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To paint that worth which ſoares aboue each wit, 
Which hardly higheſt apprehenſ1ons hit, 
Not to be told,butthought of with defire- 
For where the ſubicct doth ſurmount the ſence, 
We belt by {ilence ſhew a great pretence. 


Jong. 8. 


would thy beauties wonders ſhow, 

Which none cantell, yet all do know: 
Thou borrowes nought to moue delight, 
Thy beauties (Deare) arc all pertite. 
Andatthe head Ile firſt begin, 
Moſt rich without, more rich within: 
Within a place Aſznerna claimes, 
Without, _Apolis's golden beames, 
Whole ſnuling waues thoſe ſeas may {corne, 
Where Beauties goddcfle carſt was borne: 
And yet do boalt a world with death, 
If tols'd with gales of thy ſweet breath. 
I tor two creſcents take thy browes, 
Or rather for two bended bowes, 
Whoſe archer louc, whoſe white mens harts, 
[ Thy trownes, no, miles, ſmiles are thy darts; 

Which to my ruine cuer bent, 
Are oft diſcharg'd but neuer ſpent. 
Thy ſunnes, I dare nor fay, thine eyes, 
Which oft do ſet,and oft do riſe: 
Whilſt in thy faces heau'n they moue, 
Giue lightto all the world of loue: 
And yet do whiles defraud our fight, 
Whil{trwo white clouds cclipſe their light, 
The laborinthes of thine cares, 
V Vacre Beautie both her colours reares, 
K Arc 


AVRORA. 


Arelawne laid on a ſcarlet ground , 
Whereas Louecs ecchoes cuer ſound: 
Thy checkes, (trawberries dipt intnilke, 
As white as ſnow, as ſoftas filke ; 
Gardens of lillies and of roles, 

Where Cupid {till himſclte repoſes, 
And on their daintic rounds he fits, 
When he would charme the rareſt wits. 
- Thoſe ſwelling vales which beautic owes, 
Ate partcd with a dike of ſnowes: 
Thelinethat ſtill is ſtretch'd out cuen, 
And doth deuide thy faces heauen: 
Ithath the proſpect of thoſe lippes, 
From which no word vnballancd {lippes: 
Thercisa grotby Nature fram'd, 
Which Art to follow is aſhamd: 
All thoſe whom fame tor rare giues foorth, 
Compar'd with this arelitle woorth, 
T'is all with pearls and rubies ſer; 

ButI the beſt almoſt forget, 

There do the gods (as Ihauetride) 
Their Ambroſte and Nectar hide. 
 Thedaintie potthar's in thy chin, 
Makes many a heart for to fall in, 
Whereas they boyle with pleaſant fires, 
Whoſe tucll is enflam'd Defires. 

T'ts eminent in Beauties field, 

As that which threatens allto yeeld. 

T vphold thoſe treaſures vndefac'd, 
There is an yuorie pillar plac'd, 

Which like to Mazzs ſonne doth proue, 
Forto beare yp this world of love: 
initſome branched veines ariſe, 
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As thazure pure would braue the skics. 
I ſce whiles as I downward moue, 
Two litle globes, two worlds of loue, 
Which vndilcouerd, vndiſtreſied, 
Were neuer with no burden prefled: 
Nor will tor Lord acknowledge none, 
To be enſtald in Beauties throne: 
As barren yet ſo were they bare, 
O happpic he that might dwell there. 
And now my Muſewe mult make haſt, 
Toit thats 1uſtly cal'd the waſt, 
Thar walſts my heart with hopes and feares, 
My breath with f1ghes,mine eyes with teares: 
| YetlI to it forall thoſe harmes, 
Would make a girdle of mine armes. 
There is below which no man knowes, 
A mountaine made of naked ſnowes; 
Amiditthe which is Louecs great ſcale, 
To which tor helpelI oft appeale, 
And if by it my right were paſt, 
'Y I ſhould brooke beautrie ſtill atlaſt. ? 
But ah, my Muſe will loſe the Crowne, 
I darenot gono further downe, 
, Which doth diſcourage me ſo much, 
That I nootherthing will touch, 
No not thoſe litle daintie feet, 
Which Thetz ſtaine, for Yenrs meet: 
Thus wading through the depths of Beautie, 


f I would haue faine diſcharg'd my dutie: 
Yet doth thy worth ſo paſſe my skill, 
; That I ſhew nothing but good will. 
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+ bom fault on me(my Faire) no further vrge, 
Nor wreſt it not ynto acrooked ſence, 
The puniſhment elſe paſſeth the offence: 
This fault was in it fclte roo great a ſcourge , 
SinceI behoou'd to giue thoccaſton place , 
And could nothaue the meanes to viſite thee, 
Could there haue come a greater crofſe to me, 
Then ſo to be lequeſtred from thy face: 
And yet I thinke that fortune for my reſt, 
Though forthe time it did turmoile my mind 
Admit ſhe be (as many call her) blind, 
Did,for the time then ſtumble on the beſt. 
Tolookevpon thine eyes hadIpreſumd, 
I might haue reſted by their rayes conſum'd, 
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Af thou (my Loue)wiltloſethy ſeclfe atlaſt, 
V'Vho can to match thy ſelte withnone agree: 
Thou ow('t thy tather Nephewes, and to me 
A recompence for all my paſſions paſt. 

Ah, why thouldt thou thy beauties treaſure waſt, 
VVhich will begin for to decay I ſee? 

Earſt Daphne did become a barren tree, 
Becauſe ſhe was not halfe ſo wiſe as chaſt- 
Andall the faireſt things do ſooneſt fade, 
VVhich O, I teare thou with repentance trie; 
Theroles blaſted arethelillics dye, 

Andall dolanguiſh in the ſommers ſhade: 


Yet will I'grieue to (ce thoſe flowers fall downe, 


VVhich tor my temples ſhould haue fram'd a crowne. 
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_ yet not borne ſurueying lines of mine, 
Shall enuie with aftgh, the cyecs that view d 
Thoſe beauties with my bloud ſo oft imbrude, 
The which by me in many a part do ſhine. 
Thoſe reliques then of this turmoil dengine, 
V'Vhich for thy fauour haue ſo long purſude, 
Then after death will make my fortune rued, 
And rthee deſpited that didſt make me pine. 
Ah, that thou ſhould'ſt, ro wracke ſo many hearts, 
Excecd in all excellencies, but loue! 
That maske of rigour from thy mind remoue, 
And then thouart accompliſh'd in all parts: 
Then ſhall thy fame ore all vntainted flie, 
Thou in my lines, and I ſhall liuein thee. 


S0ng.9. 


OR Tithon,if thou know'ſt thy hap, 
And valuethy wealth, but as I domy want, 
Then nced {t thou not (which (ah) I gricue togrant) 
Repineat 7oze, lull d in his lemmans lap: 
That golden ſhower in which he did repole, 
One dewie drop it ſtaines, 
V Vhich thy Awrora raines 
Vpon the rurall plaines, 
V Vhen trom thy bed the paſſionatly goes. 
Then wakened with the mut1cke of the Mearles, 
Shenot remembers Memnon when ſhe mournes: 
That faithfull Aame which in her boſome burnes, 
From chriſtall conduits throwes thoſe liquide pearles. 
Sad fromthy ſ1ghtſo ſoone to be remou'd, 
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Sheſoher gricfedelates, 
O tauord by the fates, 
Avoouc th{happict ſtares, 
\Vhoartofone ſo worthie well belou'd. 
This isnot ſhe that onely ſhines by night, 
No borrow'd beame doth beautife thy Faire: 
Burthis1s the, whoſe beauties moretien rare, 
Come crown'd with roſes to reſtore the light, 
When Phwvve pitch d her pitchie Pauilion out , 
Thewortd with weeping told, | 
How happicit would hold 
Itſclie, but to behold 
Theazure pale that compas'd her about. 
Whilſt like a palide half-imprifon'd role, 
Whoſe naked white doth but to bluth begin, 
Alitle ſcarlet deckes the yuorte skinne, 
Which ſtill doth glance tranſparent as ſhe goes: 
The beamie god comes burning with deſue ; 
And when he finds her gone, 
With many a gricuous gronc, : 
Enragd, remounts anone, - 
And threatneth all our Hemi-ſphzre with fre. 
Litt vp thine eyes and but behold thy bliſle, 
Thiheau'ns raine their riches on thee whilſt thou ſleep : 

ainke whata matchleſſe treaſure that thou keep, 
\Waen thou haſtall chat any clfe can with, 
Thoſe Sunnes which daily dazle thy. dimeyes, 
Might with one beame or fo, | 
Whici thou might well forgo, 
Straight banith all my wo, | 
And make meall the world for to deſpiſe. 
But Sun-parch d peopleloath the precious ſtones, 
And through abundance vilifie the gold, 
All diſ-eſteeme the treaſures that they hold. 


= 
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Andthinke not things pofſeſt (as they thought)once. 
Who ſurfet oft on ſuch exceſſtue 1oyes, 

Can neuer pleaſure prize, 

Burbuilding on theskics, 

All preſent things deſpiſe, 

And like their treaſure lefle, then others toycs. 

I enuienot thy bliſſe, ſo heau'n hath doom dz 

And yctI cannotburlament minc owne, 

Whoſc hopes hardat the harueſt were orcthrowne, 
And bliſſchalferipe, with froſts of feare conſum'd: 
Faire bloſfomes, which cf fairer fruites did boalt, 
Were blaſted in the lowers, 

With eye-cxacted thowets, 

Whoſe fweet-ſuppoſcd ſowers 

Ot preconceited pleafures grieu'd me moſt. 
Andwhartagricteis this (as chance cttects) 

Toſce the rareſt beauties worſt beſtow'd? 

Ah, why ſhould halting /4lcaz be made proud 
Of that greatbeautie which ſterne Mars atfects * 
And why ſhould Tithon thus, whoſe day growes late, 
Entoy the mornings loue? 

Which though that I di{proue, 

Yet will I too approue, 

Since that itis her will, and my hard fate. 


*An Eccho. 


) 


A will noſoulegiue care vnto my mone: one 

Who anſwers thus ſo kindly when I crie? { 
What toftred thee that pities my deſpaire? aire 
Thoublabbing gueſt, whatknow'ſt thou of my fall; al! 
What did I whenT firſt my Faire diſclos'd- losd 
Where was my reaſon, that it would not doubt? ort 
Whatcanſt thou tell me of my Ladics will: zl 


Where- 


AVRORA. 


VVherewith can ſhe acquit my loyall part art 
VVhat hath ſhethen with me to diſaguiſe? | agniſe 
VVhathauecl done, ſince ſhe gainſt louerepind? = —pind 
V Vhar did I whenT hertolife prefer as rd 


Whatdid mine eyes , whilſt ſhemy heart reſtrain'd? rain'd 
V Vhat did ſhe whil it my muſe her praiſeproclaim'dZcla;md 
And whatzand how? this doth me moſt aftright, ofr:241 


\Vhatit I neucrſue to her againe ? Tatne 
And what when all my paſſions are repreſt? reſt 
But what thing will beſt ſerue raſlwage deſire? ire 
And what will ſerue to mitigate my rage * age 
[ {ee the SunnEbegins for to deſcend. end 


Jon. 87. 
\ [© wonder, thou endangreſt lives with Jookes , 
Anddoſt bewitch the boſome by the care: 
VVhart hoſtes of hearts, thatno ſuch ſIcight did fearc, 
Are now entangled by thy beautics hookes? 
But it ſo many tothe world approue, 
Tholeprincely vertues that enrich my mind, 
And hold thee for the honour of thy kind; 
Yea though diſdain, yet deſperatly lou: 
O what a world of haplefſe lowers live, 
That likea treaſure entertaine their thought, 
And icemein(hovr as if affecting nought, 
nd in their breſt rentombe their tancies itriue ; 
Yer letnotthis with pride thy heart poſleſle, 
The Sun being mounted high,doth ſreme the lefle, 
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Aole beautics (Dearc) which all thy ſexe enuies, 
As grieu'd menſhould ſuch ſacred wonders view: 
| 0r POMPC apparel dina purple hue, 


Do 


, 
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Dowhiles diſdaine the pride of mortall eyes, 

VVhich ahattempting farreabouetheir might, 

Do gaze vpon theglorie of thoſe Sunnes, 

' Whilſt manyaray thatfrom their brightneſfe runnes, 

Doth dazleall that darelooke on their light: 

Or was itthis, which 61 feare me moſt, 

Thatcled with ſcarlet,ſo thy pureſt parts, 

Thy face it hauing wounded worlds of harts, 

Would dic her Lillies with the bloud they loſt: 

 Thuserethy cruelties were long conceal'd, 
They by thy guiltie bluſh would be reueal'd. 
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_ comfort might my baniſh'd hopes recall, . 
When whiles my daintie faire Ifighing ſee; 
If I could thinke that one were ſhed tor me, 
It werea guerdon great enough for all: 
Or would ſhelet one teare of pittie fall, 
That ſeem'ddiſmiſt from aremorcetnll eye, 
- I could content my ſelfe vngrieud to die, 
And nothing might my conſtancie appall, 
: The onely ſound of that ſweet word of loue, 
Preſt twixtthoſe lips that do my doome containe, 
WerelI imbarkd,might me backe againe 
From death to life,and make me breath and mouec. 
Strange crueltie, that neuer can afford 
So muchas once one ſigh,one teare,one word, 


| $0.90. 
| 


Wot not whattranſported hath my mind, + 
ThatI in armes againſt agoddeſſe ſtand, 


Yet though Iſue tone of thimmortall band, 
L The 
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Thelike before was proſp'rouſly defign'd. 
Toloue Archiſes Yenrs thought no {corne, 

And Ther carſt was with a mortall match'd, 
Whom ifth'aſpiring Pelezs had not catch'd, 

The great Achzlles neuer had bene borne, 

Thus flatterI my ſclie whilſt nought confines, 

My wandring fancies that ſtrange wayes do trace; 

He that embrac'd acloud in 1u»oes place, 

May be a terror to the like deſ1gnes: 
 But{amein end thaduentrer euer crownes, 

Whom cither thiſlue or thattempt renownes, 
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[ge muſtTloſc in vaine ſo great aloue, 
And build thy glorie on my ruin'd ſtate: 
Andcan aheauenly breſt contract ſuch hate? 
Andfis the mildeſt ſexe ſo hard to moue? 
Hauc all my oftrings had no greater force, 
The which ſo oft haue made thine altars ſmoke? 
Well.if that thou haue vow'd not to reuoke 
The fatall doome thats farre from all remorce, 
For the laſt ſacrifice my ſelfe ſhall ſmart, 
My bloud muſt quench my vehement deſires, 
Andlet thine eycs drinke vp my funerall fires, 
And with my aſhes glut thy Tyegriſh heart: 

So though thou at my wonted flames didſt fpurne, 


Thou muſt truſt thoſe, whenas thou lecſt me burne. 


Jon. 92. 


pres not which to chalenge for my death, 
Ofthoſe thy beauties that my ruine ſcekes, 
The pure white fingers or the daintie checkes, 


The 
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The golden treſles, or the Nectard breath: 
Ah they beall tooguiitic ofmy fall, 
All wounded methoughlI their glorie rais'd; 
Although T grauntthey need not to be prais'd, 
It may ſurhſe they be Auroraes all: 
Yet for all this,O moſt ingratetull woman, 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape the —_ of 1uſt diſdaine; 
I gauethee gifts thou ſhould(t haue giuen againe, 
Irs ſhame to be in thy inferiors common: 

I gaueall what I held moſt deare to thee, 

Yet to this houre thou neucr guerdond me. 


SN. 93. 


JWAVELR careleſſe ſwimming in thy beauties ſeas, 
I wondring was atthat bewitching grace, 

Thou painted pitie on a cruell face, 

Andangled ſo my iudgement by mine eyes: © 6: 

But now begun to triumph in my ſcorne, 

WhenlT cannotretire my ſteps againe, 

Thouarmſt thine eyes with enuy and difdaine, 

To murther my abortiue hopes halte borne: 

Whilſt like to end this long continued ftrite, 

My palenefle ſhewes I perith in diſpaire; 

Thoulothtoloſe one that efteemes thee faire, 

With ſome ſweete word or looke prolongſt my life: 
Ando cach day in doubt redactit my ſtate, 
Deare do not ſo,once cither loue or hate. 


S01.94., 


M Ine eyes would cuer on thy beauties gaze, 
Mineeares are energreedie of thy fame, 


My heart 1s euermuling on the ſame, 
L 2 My 
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My tongue would ſtill be buſted with thy praiſe: 

I would minecyes were blind and could not ſee, 

I would mine cares were deateand would not heare, 

I would my heart would neuer hold thee deare, 

I would my tongueall ſuch reports would flee: 

Th'eyes in their circles do thy picture hold, 

Th'eares conducts, keepe ſtill ecchoes of thy worth, 

The heart can neuer barre {weet fancies forth, 

The tongue that which I thinke muſt ſtill ynfold: 
Thy beauties then from which I would rebell, (tell. 
Theyes {ec,th'eares heare, th'heart thinks, and tong muſt 
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Hile as th undanted ſquadrons of my mind, 
On mountaines of deſerts reard high delires, 
And my proud heart that euermore aſpires, 
To ſcale the heauen of beautie had deſign'd: 
The faire fac'd goddeſle of that ſtately frame, 
Lookd on my haughtie thoughts with {cornea ſpace; 
Then thundredall that proud Gigantike race, 
And from herlightning lights throw'd many a flame, 
Then quite for to confound my loftie cares, 
Euen at the firſt encounter as it chanc'd, 
Thouer-daring heartthat to th'affault aduanc'd, 
Was coured with a weight ofhuge diſpaires, 
Beneath the which the wretch doth ſtill remaine. 
Caſting forth flames of furie and diſdaine, 


$01.96. 
PAire Tygreſſerell,contentsitnorrhy ſight 


Toſce me diecachdaya thouſand times? 


O how could I commit ſuch monſtrous crimes, 


As 


— 


As merit to this martirdome by night? 
| Not onely hath thy wrath adiudg'd topaine, 


This carthly priſon that thy picture keepes, 
But doth the ſoule while as the bodice {leepes, 
With many fearetull dreames from reſt reſtraine. 
| Lothuslwaſteto workeatyrants will, 
My dayes in torment,and my nights in terror, 
And here confin'd within an endlefle error, 
Without repentance do perſeuer ſtill: 

That itis hard toiudge though both beloſt, 
| Whoſe conftancie or crueltie is moſt, 


| Son. 97. 


—_ toa tyrant what it is to yeeld, 
Who printing ſtill to publiſh my diſgrace, 
The ſtorie of my ouerthrow in my face, 
Eredts pale Trophees in that bloudlefle field- 
The world that viewes this ſtrange triumphall arke, 
Reades in my lookes as lines thy beauties deeds, 
> Whichineach mind ſogreat amazement breeds, 
That I am made of many eyes the marke: 
But what auailes this Tygreſfle triumph, O 
And couldſtthou not be cruell if not knowne, 
Butin this meager mapit muſt beſhowne, 
That thou inſuleſtto Ge thy ſubiedts ſo? 
And my diſgrace it grieues me not{o much, 
As that it ſhould beſaid that thou art ſuch. 


Jon. 98. 


PS \ * m—— - 
_ c - 
, I A 


Fo others of the worlds decaying tell, 
I enuy not thoſe of the golden age, 


That did their careleſſe thoughts for nought engage, 
L 3 Bute 


AVRORA, 


But cloyd with all delights,liu'd long and well: 
Andas for me, I mind tapplaud my fate; 
Though I was long in comming to the light, 
Yet may I mount to fortunes higheſt hight, 
So greata good could neuer come too late; 
I'm glad that it was not my chancetoliue, 
Til as that heauenly creature firſt was borne, 
Who as an Anecll doth the earth adorne, 
And buricd vertue in the tombereuiuc: 
For viceouerflowes the world with ſucha flood, 


Thatinitall ſaue ſhethere is no good. 


Jonet. 99, 
WEE curiouſly I gaz don beauties skies, 


My ſoule1n litle liquid ruflers runne, 
Like ſnowie mountaines melted with the Sunne, 
Was liquified through force of two faire eyes, 
Thence ſprang pure ſprings and neuer-tainted ſtreames, 
In which a Nymph her image did behold, 
And cruell he{ah that it ſhouldbe told) 
V'Vhiles daign'd to grace them with ſome chearfull beames. 
Till once bcholding that her ſhadow ſo, 
Made thoſe poore waters partners of her praiſe, 
She by abſtracting of her beautics rayes, 
VVith griefe congeal d the ſource from whence they flow: 
Butthrough the yce of that vniuſt diſdaine, 
Yet ſtill tranſpares her picture and my paine. 


S-n.100. 


Yroranow hauel not cauſe to rage, 
Since all thy fiſhing buta frog hath catch'd- 
May I not moutne to ice the morning match'd, 


VVith 
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VVithone that's in the euening of his age? 
Should hoary lockes ſad meſſengers of death, 
Sport with thy goldenhaires in beauties Inne? 
And ſhould that furrow'd face foyle thy ſmooth skinne, 
And bath it ſelfe in th Ambrolte of thy breath: 
Morethen mine ownelI lament thy miſhaps; 
Muſt he who icalous through his owne defects, 
Thy beauties vnſtaind treaſure ſtill ſuſpe&ts, 
Sleepe on the ſnow-ſwolne pillowes of thy paps, 
VVhile as a lothed burthen in thine armes, 
Doth make thee out of time waile curelefle harnies, 


S01.101, 
< 
ALL thatbehold meon thy beauties ſhelte, 

To caſt my (elte away tols'd with conceit, 
Since thou wil haue no pitic of my ſtate, 
VVould that I rooke ſome pitic of my ſelfe: 

For what,ſay they,though (hediſdaine tobouw, 

And takes a pleaſure for to ſcethee ſad, 

Yet there be many a one that would be glad, 

To boſt themſclues of ſucha one as thou. 

But ah their counſell of ſmall knowledge ſauours, 

For O poore foolcs,they ſee not what 1 ſee, 

Thy frownes are {weeter then their ſmiles can be, 

The worſt of thy diſdaines worth allthcir fauours : 
I rather (deare) of thine one looke to haue, 
Then of another all that I would craue. 


Son. 102. 


AVAVGm as that louely tent of beautie dies, 
And that thou as thine enemie fleeſt thy glaſſe, 


And doeſt with griefe remember what it was, 


That 
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That to betray my heartallurd mine eyes: 

Then hauing bought experience withgreat paines, 

Thou ſhalt(although too late)thine crrour find, 

Whilſt thou reuoluſt ina digeſted mind, 

My faichfull loue, and thy vnkind diſdaines: 

Andait that former times might be recald, 

VVhileas thou ſadly {itſt rerird alone, 

Then thou would{t ſatisfic for all that's gone, 

AndI in thy hearts throne would be inſtald: 
Deare,it I know thee of this mind at laſt, 
[lethinke my felte aueng' ofall that's paſt. | 


Elegie 3. | 


]Y filenthorrors here, where neuer mirth remaines, 
[doretire my ſelfe apart, as rage and griefe conſtraines: 
So may Ilfigh vaknowne,whilſt other comforr failes, 
An infranchiſed citizen of ſolitarie yales; | 
Her priuiledge to plain,fince nought butplaints ci pleaſe, 
My ſad conceptions diſcloſe,diſcaledatmy eaſe. 
No barren pitie here my paſſions doth increaſe, 
Nor no detracter here reſorts, deriding my diſtreſle: 
But wandring through the world,a vagabonding gueſt, \ 
Par moſt contentment then when I am reft of reſt. | 
gainſt thoſe froward fates,that did my bliſſe controule, 
I thunder forth a thouſand threats in thanguiſh ofmy ſoule, 
And lo lunaticke-like do daſh on euery ſhelte, 
And conuocate acourt of cares for to condemne my elfe: 
My fancies which in end time doth fantaſticke try, 
FEA [ figure forth cflentially inallthe obicts by: 
In euery corner where my reckleſſecye repaires, 
I readegreat volumes of miſhaps,memorials of deſpaires: 
Allthings that I behold, vpbraid me my eſtate, 
And ottIbluth within my breſt,aſham'd ofmy conceit. 


Thoſe 


AVRORA. 


Thoſe branches broken downe with mercie-wanting 
Obie me my deiected ſtate,that greater fury finds: (winds, 
Their winter-beaten weed diſperſt vpon the plaine, 
Are like to my renounced hopes,all ſcattred with diſdaine, 
Lo wondring at my ſtate the ſtrongeſt torrent ſtayes, 
And turning and returning oft, would {corne my crooked 
In end Ihnd my fate oucrall before my face, (waycs. 
Enregiſtred eternally in th'annales of diſgrace. 
Thoſe croſſes out of count might makethe rockes to riue, 
That this ſmall remanent of life tor to extinguith ſtriue: 
And yet my rockie heart ſo hardned with miſhaps, 
Now by no mcanes can be comou'd,not with Joves thunder 
But in huge woes inuolu'd with intricating art, (claps: 
Surcharg'd with ſorowes I ſuccomb and ſen{lefly do ſmart; 
Andin this labyrinth cxil'd from all repoſe, 
I conſecrate this curſed corpesa ſacrifice to woes: (breath, 
Whilſt many a furious plaint my {ſmoaking breaſt ſhal] 
Ecclips'd witlrmany a cloudic thought, aggricu'd vnto the 
With th'eccho plac'd beſide ſomelolitary ſourſe, (death: 
Diſaſtruous accidents ſhall be the ground of our diſcourſe. 
Her maimed words ſhal ſhew how my hurt hart half dies, 
Conſum'd with corroſtnes of carc,caractred in mine cycs. 
My Muſe ſhallnow no more tranſported with reſpects, 
Exalt that euill deſeruing oneas fancie ſtill directs: 
Nor yet no partiall pen ſhall ſpot her ſpotlefſe fame, 
Vnhoneſtly diſhonoringan honorable name. 
Bur I ſhall ſadly ſing,too tragickly inclin'd, 
Some ſubiect ſympathizing with my mclancholious mind. 
Nor will I moredeſcribe my dayly deadly ſtrife, (life: 
My publike wrongs,my priuate woes, miſlucks in loue and 
That would but vexe the world for to extend my toiles, 
In painting forth particularly my many formes of foiles. 
| No, nonein ſpeciall I purpoſe to bewray, 


Butone as all,and all as one,I mind to mourne tor ay. 
M / For 


AVRORA. 


For being iuſtly weighd,the leaſt thatT lament, 
Deſerues indeed to be bewail'd itil th'vſe of th'eyes beſ] pent; 
And ſinceI ſhould theleaſt perpetually deplore, 
The moſt againthough maruellous,ca be bemon'd no more 
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O yecld tothoſe I cannot but diſdaine, 
Whoſe face doth but entangle fooliſh hearts; 
It is the beautie of the better parts, 
With which I mind my fancics for to chaine. 
Thoſe that hauc nought wherewith mens minds to gaine, 
But onely curled lockes and wanton lookes, 
Are but like fleeting baircs that haue no hookes, 
Which may well take, but cannot well retaine: 
He that began to yeeld to thoutward grace, 
And thenthe treaſures of the mind doth proue: 
He,whoastwere was with the maske in loue, 
What doth he thinke when as he ſccs the face? 
No doubt being lim'd by thoutward colours fo, 
That inward worth would neuer let hum go. 


J0n.l04. 


Bs timcTdid thyfruclties deteſt, 

Andblaz d thy rigor in athouſand lines; 

Butnow through my 7 complaints thy ver ruc ſhines , 

That was but working all things for the beſt: 

Thou of my raſh aftc ions held'ſt the raines, 

And ſpying dangerous ſparkes come from my fires, 

Didit wiſely eempect my enflam'd deſires, 

V Vith ſome chaſt favours, mixt with ſ\wect diſgaines: 

And when thou faw'(t I did all hope dcſpiſc, 

And look like one that wreſtled with deſpaite, 
Then 
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Then of my ſafetie thy exceeding care, 

Shew'd that I kept thine heart, thou but thine eyes: 
For whilſt thy reaſon did thy fancies tame, 
I aw the ſmoke, although thou hidlt the flame. 
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OE I the treaſure of my life betake, 

To thought-toſs'd breath whoſe babling might it marre, 

VVords with affection wing'd might fice __ fare, 

And onceſent forth canneuer be br ought backe: 

Nor will I truſt mine eyes,whole partiall lookes 

Haue oft conſpird for to betray my mind, 

And would their light ſtill ro one obie bind, 

VVhileas the fornace of my bolome ſmokes: 

No,no, my loue,and that which makes me thrall, 

Shall onely be entruſted to my ſoule, 

So may I ſtray, yet none my courſe controule, 

VVhilſt though orethrowne,none triumphs for my fall: 
My thoughts while as confin'd within my breſt, 
Shall onely priuic tomy paſſions reſt. 
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Wake my Muſe,andleaue to dreame of loves, 
Shake off ſoft fancies chaines,l muſt be free, 
Ile parch nomore, vpon themir tle tree, 
Norglide through thaire with beauties ſacred doues; 
Bur with Joes ſtately bird Ileleaue my neſt, 
And tric my ſight againſt Apo/loes rates: 
Then if that ought my ventrous courſe diſmaies, 
Vponthe Oliues boughes lle light and reſt: 
Iletune my accents toa rrumper now, 


And fcekethe'Laurellin another field, 
M 2 Thus 
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Thus I that once, as Beautic meanes did yeeld, 
Did diuers garments on my thoughts beſtow: 
Like Icarus I teare,vnwilcly bold, 
Am purpos d others paſſions nov t'ynfold, 


Sg. 10. 


Arewcll ſweet fancies, and once deare delights, 
Therrcaſures of my life, which made me prouc 
Thar ynaccoinputh d toy that caarmd the ſprights, 
Aid whilit by it I onely ſcem'd to mou, 
Did hold my rauiſh'd ſoule,big with defire, 
Thattaſting thole, togreater did aſpire. 
Farewell tree thraldome,freedome that was thrall, 
While as I Icd alolitary life, 
Yet ncuer lefle alone, whilſt arm'd tor all, 
My thoughts were buſted with an cndlefle ſtrife: 
For then not hauing bound my ſelte toany, 
[ being bound to none, was bound to many. 
Great God that tam'ſt the gods old-witred child, 


Whole temples breſts whole altarsare mens heatts, 


From my hearts fort thy legions arcexild, 

And Hymezstorch hath burn'd out all thy darts: 
Since I in end hauc bound my ſclfte to one, 
'Thatby this meanes I may be bound to none. 

Thou daintie goddefſle with the ſoft white skinne, 

To whom ſo many offrings dayly ſmoke, 

Were beauttes procefle yet for to begin, 

That ſentence would labour to reuoke: 

Which on mount Ida as thy {miles did charme, 
The Phrigian ſhepheard gaueto his owne harme, 

Anditthe queſtion werereferd to mee, 

On whomI would beftow the ball of gold, 

I fcare me Yer ſhould belaſt of three, 


For 
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For with the Thunderers ſiſter I would hold, 
Whoſe honeſt flames pent in a lawfull bounds, 
No feare diſturbs,nor yet no ſhame confounds. 

I mind to ſpeake no more of beauties Doue, 

The Peacocke is the bird whoſe fame lle raile: 

Notthat I Argos need to watch my loue, 

But ſo his miſtris 1uno tor to praiſe: 

AnditI wiſh his eyes,then it ſhall be, 
ThatI with many eyes my loue may {cc. 

Then farewell crofling ioyes,and toytull croſles, 

Moſt bitter ſweets,and yct moſt ſugred ſowers, 

Moſt hurttull gaines,yet moſt commodious loſſes. 

Thatmade my yeares to flee away like howers, 
And ſpentthe ſpring time of mineage 1n vaine, 
Which now my ſummer muſt redeeme againe. 

O welcomecalie yoke, fweet bondage come, 

I ſeeke not from thy toiles for to be ſhielded, 

But Iam well content to be orecome;, 

Since thatI muſt commaund when I haue yeelded: 
Then hereI quit both Czp:4 and his mother; 
And do religne my ſelte tobtaine another. 
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